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F I E S K O, 



OR 



THE CONSPIRACY OF GENOA, 

TRANSLATED FROM THE OERMAN OF SCHILLER. 

Cromwell, I ehargv thee fling »w»7 ambitioiit 
By that ain fell the angels, how can man then* 
The imate of his Maker, hope to win hy *t? 



SHAKSSPBABI. 



DUBLIN: 
RICHARD MILLIKEN AND SON, 

104, 6RAFT0N-STREET. 
1832. 
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TO 

EDWARD LYTTON BULWER, 

THE LOOKED FOR REVIVER 

OF ENGLIsk TRAGEDY, 

AND WHOSE DRAMATIC POWERS 

THOUGH THEY SLEEP, 

(LIKE STARS IN THE DEEP WATERS) 

RENDER HIS NAME 

WORTHY OF A PLACE 

IN THE SAME PAGE WITH THAT OF 

SCHILLER, 

THIS TRANSLATION IS DEDICATED 

BY A PROFOUND ADMIRER 

OF HIS GENIUS. 
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TO THE READER. 



There are a thousand fAvlts in this play, but 
they are redeemed by a thousand beautiets, if 
these last indeed have been permitted to survive 
in any degree in the present tnmslation* The 
quick succession of inddent, the force and 
variety of the characters, and the depth and 
richness of the dramatic c<^ouring9 are among the 
most splendid specimens of Schiller's power. 
But in opposition to this, it is but fair to place, 
the redundancy and vehemence of the sentiments, 
(carried often to exaggeration,) and above all, the 
violence done to a refined taste by many of the 
situations, and which even the strictness of their 
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moral tendency is not always sufficient to excuse. 
These, however, are the peculiarities of the Ger- 
man language, and also of {he Gennao scbo<^ for 
which the English reader mmt be prepared to 
make allowance. Perhaps in no play of Sdiiller'fi, 
has be more fully exhibited the faults as well as 
the beauties of his style, and it is no amall motive 
with the translator in offering the present version 
to the public^ to place Both in juxta-poM^on, for 
the benefit of those, who may desire to imitate 
the one, and to avoid the other. 

There is a feeling and imagination about SuthUr 
hdTp that give, even to his prose, all the glow and 
eharaeter of poetry. The Translator has souglifc 
to meet this, by rendering the more elevated and 
less GOUvers^onal scenes in blank verse, a liberty 
for which he might plead the highest authority, 
were he not afraid that this would only expose his 
temerity to increased condemnation. It is now 
too late to remember that the Enchanter's wand 
replies only to the touch of the Enchanter, and 
loses its mystic virtue in unhallowed hands ! 
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For the rest, the Translator is too painfully 
alive to his own deficiencies, to seek to disarm 
eritieism by an affected modesty, or to invite it 
by unbecoming presumption. None can under- 
stand the difficulties he has had to cimtend with, 
but They who are acquainted with the German 
language ; who are conversant with the boldness 
of its imagery, the energy of its declamation, 
tfa^ concentrated force of its compound words, 
and Ae winged beauty of its many coloured and 
ever varying epithets. jSu^^ 

To the considerate induhrence of Thtfse, he v^i J 

fearlessly commits himself, while he ventures /> ^ 

to remind his severer Judges, that the office of '^.' 

a Translator although humble, is not mean, if, 
I3ce an inferior Artist who copies fix>m a Master, 
he shall succeed in giving only an accurate outline 
of his original, while he leaves it to the taste 
and imagination of the Reader, to finish and fill 
up die glowing Picture. 

/^ -/^ A^^^' ^j>^^^^ ^^C^ y^^^ ^>^^^^^^>i^ 
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THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



The Account of this Conspiracy has been taken 
principally from ** La Conjuration du Comte Jean 
Louis de Fiesque^ by the Cardinal de Retz, from 
L'Histoire des Conjurations, VHistoire de Genes^ 
and from Robertson's History of Charles V. 
VoL 3, The Hamburgh Dramatist will readily 
forgive the liberties I have used with the original 
narrative, provided these liberties have succeeded. 
If they have failed, I can only rejoice that I 
have sacrificed, on this occasion, my own inven- 
tions, in preference to historical facts. 

It was necessary to alter entirely the real 
catastrophe, in which the Count, by an unex- 
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ii PREFACE. 

pected accident, is deprived of life at the moment 
lie has attained the completion of his wishes, 
because the nature of the Drama does not admit 
the finger of Chance or the immediate and visible 
interposition of Providence, in the accomplish- 
ment of its objects. I should have been surprised, 
indeed, that no Tragic Writer has hitherto made 
choice of this subject, if I did not find a solution 
of the difficulty in this undramatic termination. 

Superior Intelligence, where Man sees only 
the insulated fact, contemplates every action in 
its finest and most delicate ramifications, tracks 
its influence throughout the system, and connects 
by its consequences, the future with the past: 
but the Artist must adapt his views to the short- 
sightedness of Humanity which he is desirous to 
instruct, not to the wisdom of Providence to 
which he bows. 

In my " Robbers" I have chosen for a subject 
the victim of a diseased and morbid sensibility. 
Here I have fixed upon its opposite, the victim 
of artifice and intrigue, for an example. But in 
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PREFACE. iii 

the very degree tliat the fatal termination of 
Fiesko's project has rendered it remarkable and 
distinguished in History, in the same degree I 
am aware it may be found tame and uninteresting 
on the Theatre. 

If it be true that Feeling can alone awaken 
Feeling^ then it would seem that the Political 
Hero must be always an unfit subject for dramatic 
representation ; and that too in proportion as the 
qualities of the Man are overshadowed and 
debased by those of the Politician. It is this 
circumstance that has operated powerfully against 
me, since it has prevented me from breathing 
over my story 'that glow of moral sensibility 
which forms the charm of all enthusiasm, and is 
the foundation of all dramatic success. In 
depicting the hollow craft and calculating policy 
of the Statesman, I have been often compelled to 
lose sight of the finer qualities of the Man, and 
my only chance of reviving an interest in my 
audience, has been by pourtraying the selfishness 
of Ambition in conjunction with loftier and better 
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iv PREFACE. 

feelings, and by grafting its nothingness and 
vanity upon the purest sentiments, as well as the 
noblest passions of the human mind. 

This has been my object. My acquaintance 
with familiar and humble life has given me a 
greater knowledge of the Heart than of the 
Cabinet, and perhaps it is for this reason, that 
the Political Weakness of Fiesko will be found 
allied in some degree with the Poetry of Virtue. 



Digitized by 



Google 



F I E S K O. 



Digitized by 



Google 



'0 



Digitized by 



Google 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Conspirators. 



Andre-as DoaiA, Doge of Genoa. 

GiANETTiNO DoBiA, his Nephew. 

FiEBKO) Count LavagnBy Chief of the Conspiracy. 

y^RRTNA, 

bourgonino, 

e^alkagno, 

Saoco, 

LoMELLiNO, Gianettino Dorians Confidant. 

Zenturione, 

ZiBO, » Disaffected Noblemen. 

ASSERATO, 

MuLEY Hassan, a Moor. 
Romano, a Painter. 
Germans of the Doge's Body Guard. 
Leonora, Fiesko's Wife. 
Julia, Gianettino Doria's Sister. 
Bertha, Verrina's Daughter. 
Rosa and Bella, Leonora's Waiting Women. 
Other Noblemen and Citizens. — Servants, &c. 



7he Scene lies in Genoa. — Time — the Middle of the 16th Centurji 

Anno 1557. 

Both the Dorias wear Scarlet. — The rest of the Nobility, Black. 

The Costume throughout is Old German. 
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F I E S K O. 



ACT I. 
SCENE I. 



A Saloon cU Fiesko's. — Music and the noise of a Ball heard 
at a distance. Enter Leonora {vmshed.) — Rosa and 
Bella following her (in great agitation,) 

LEONORA. 

( Tearing off the mask,) No more I Not a word more I 
It is but too evident. (Thromng herself into a chair.) 
This has completely overcome me I 

ARABELLA. 

But, my Lady ! — 
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6 FIESKO. Act L 

LEONORA. 

{Ruing.) Before my eyes, too I a notorious coquette I 
In presence of Genoa's whole nobility I (jUrongly ejected.) 
Rosa I Bella I Think of that — ^before my sorrowii^ 
eyes I 

ROSA. 

See this business in its proper light, I entreat you — a 
mere piece of gaUantry. 

LEONORA. 

. Gallantry I The busy correspondence of their eyes ; the 
anxious vigilance of his attentions! The long continued 
kiss imprinted with such fire upon her naked arm, that still 
the glowing mark remains there I Was this mere gallan- 
try ! Ah I and the enraptured look, with which, like 
painted Ecstasy, he gazed on her, as if the world itself had 
fallen away around them, and nought but he and Julia had 
survived I — Gallantry I you, my good girl, who have never 
loved, must not dispute with me between gallantry and 
affection ! 

ROSA. 

So much the better. Madonna^— To lose one husband, is 
to gain at least ten gallants. — 
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Scene I. FIESKO. 7 

LEONORA. 

Lose him I what I one little spark of ineonstancyy and 
Fiesko lost I Begone, ill-tempered babbler 1 come no more 
into mj presence— an innocent frolic I perhaps only a mere 
piece of gallantry I What say yow Bella ? — 

BELLA. 

Entirely so— depend upon it— nothing else. Madam t 

LEONORA. 

(Lost in thought*) Bnt has she then really usurped my 
place in his affections ? Does the name of Julia onltf ani- 
mate each thought, each action of his being ? Is the wide 
world as nothing to him? or does he consider the great 
creation, as a precious diamond, on which her picture stands 
(done encjrphered? But what is this? Whither do my 
apprehensions lead me ? Can he then really lore her ? Is 
Leonora quite forgotten? and for whom ? for Julia ? — ^Lend 
me your arm — ^support me Bella 1 

{Pause of some moments; Music again heard at a 

distance.) 

Leonora. 

(Starting.) Listen 1 was not that Fiesko's voic6, that 

issued from the crowd? And can he rejoice in public while 
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8 FIESKO. Act I. 

his Leonora weeps in solitude ? But no— it is not so— it 
was Gianettino Doria's rude voice I heard ! 

ARABELLA. 

It was, Signora ; — but come into another room, I beg. 

LEONORA. 

Ah I you change colour, Bella — ^you hare told a false- 
hoods — ^I read in your eyes, and in the countenances of my 

friends In general, a something a something. (Cover' 

ing her fobce with her hands,) Alas I I fear— -these friends 
know more than it would well become a wife to listen to. 

ROSA. 

These are the exaggerated fears of jealousy. 

LEONORA. 

(Musing.) When he was yet a youth — how beautiful 
was his first appearance in the Orange Grove, where we, 
girls, were playing.-«The blooming freshness of Apollo, 
united with the manly graces of Antinous ; — ^his step was 
proud and dignified — ^his figure majestic and engaging ; — ^he 
seemed as if the mighty Genoa, already rested on his 
youthful shoulders. — At stolen glances we admired his 
beauty (as if the theft were sacrilege,) and when the lustre 
of his eyes met ours, we hastily and tremblingly withdrew 
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Scene 1. FIESKO. 9 

them. — Heavens, with what eagerness we devoured his 
looks I — They fell among us like the apples of discord, and 
each became the object of our contention. It was then first 
the poison of envy infected the pleasures of youth ! — The 
magic of lore overcame the endearments of friendship— 
every eye glistened with rapture, every bosom throbbed 
wild with delight, but jealousy had entered the circle, and 
concord and peace were no more I 

ARABEIiLA. 

I remember it perfectly, there was a general contest 
among the women for his affections. 

LEONORA (wUh enthusiasm,) 

And now to call him mine — ^mine — ^the noblest and the 
first of Genoa's citizens, who sprang completed from the hand 
of nature, and started into life, at once the model of his 
sex's greatness; in whom the softest and the manliest 
virtues are all so sweetly blended and combined, that every 
voice has stamped him with perfection. — Mine I unlooked 
for happiness I too great, too exquisite to last Hear me> 
women, I have something to entrust to you I I can no longer 
keep it secret : — 

When I stood at the altar with Fiesko, his hand close 
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10 FIESKO. Act I. 

locked in miney a thought then struck me ! A thought too 
daring for a woman's soul, and to our sex forbidden: — 
** That this Fiesko I — my Fiesko, whose hand I clasped in 

mine, (but hush I let no one listen to the mournful tale 

that robs him of his greatness,) ^I thought that this 

Fiesko ! — mj Fiesko I — Oh, could you feel as I do l^-would 
rid unhappy Genoa of its tyrant I " 

ARABELLA. 

And this idea occurred to the bride at the altar I 

LEONORA. 

You may well be surprised at it. — To the bride, in the 
moment of her nuptials.— («;t^A fi^e,) 

It's true I am a woman, but I feel the nobility of my 
&mily, and I cannot bear to see the house of Dona aspire 
above the level of our ancestors. Andre-as is indeed a good 
old man — so mild, so just, so generous* One cannot but 
admire his virtues, and willingly submit to his authority. 
But Gianettino is his nephew and his heir. His temper 
is haughty and despotic; Genoa trembles at his firown, 

and Fiesko, (share in my distresses) Fiesko languishes 

for his sister. 
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Scene I. FIESKO. 11 

ARABBLLA. 

Yon are^ indeed, to be pitied, Signora I 

LEONORA* 

Go now, and behold this demigod of Genoa sank in the 

shameless circles of debancheiy and dissipation. — Be witness 

to the levity of his manners. Give ear to the ribaldry of 

^ his discourses, and then, be mindful of my sufferings and 

misfortunes* 

This is Fiesko / This is Leonora's partner. Oh, women I 
not only has Genoa lost her hero— -I too hare lost my 



lot only 






ROSA. 

Speak lower ; some one is coming through the gallery. 

Leonora (starting.) 
It is Fiesko. — Quick let us begone. The sight of me 
might damp his pleasures, and giye him, for a moment, up 
to sorrow.^ — I will not pain him for an instant. 

\^She springs inio a side apartmewtf her Attendants 
following AtfT.] 



Digitized by 



Google 



12 FIESKO. Act I. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Gianettino Doria {masked; green mantUy) and 
a Moory in convei'sation, 

GIANETTINO. 

You understand me ! 

MOOR. 

Perfectly — 

GIANETTINO. 

The White Mask— 

MOOR. 

Right I 

GIANETTINO. 

I say — the White Mask. 

MOOR. 

Right — aright. 

GIANETTINO. 

Do you hear.--It is here only, (pointing to his hearty) 
you can be sure of him. 
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Scene II. FIBSKO. 13 

JIOOR, 

Don't be alarmed — I'll do his business. 

GIANBTTINO. 

Strike home, I do desire jou. 

MOOR. 

Depend upon it — He shall be satisfied. 

GIANETTINO. 

• (Malieiou^.) But let not the poor Count be long in pain. 

MOOR. 

One word if jou please— what may I expect for my trouble? 

GIANETTINO. 

A hundred sequins. 

MOOR. 

{Bhmng his fingers.) Pooh a mere trifle I 

GIANETTINO. 

What's that you say ? 

MOOR. 

I say, it's a trifling business. 

GIANETTINO. 

That's your concern I This man's a perfect magnety he 
attracts all the disaffected in Genoa round his person. Do 
you hear sirrah ! Be sure you fail not. 
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14 FIESKO. Act. L 

MOOR. 
But, Sir, I must be off immediately to Venice. 

OIANETTIKO. 

Then take your recompense before band. (Throwing 
him a purseJ) 
In three days more at most, be innst be cokL (Exit} 

MOOB. 

(Picking tip the purse.) Well, this is credit with a ven- 
geance I — What a glorious thing it is to have a good charac- 
ter.«-The gentleman takes my word without a bond.-— 

(Exit.) 
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Scci»£ II. FIE8K0. 15 



SCENE III. 

Enter Kalkagno ; Sacco (following him,) both habited in 
black, 

KALKAGNO. 

I observe you watch all my motions. 

SACCO. 

And I observe you study to conceal them. For some 
weeks past, Kalkagno, yonr countenance has betrayed a 
something that argues nothing favorable to your country. I 
think, brother, you and I might venture to exchange our 
secrets, and neither be a loser by the bargain. WiU you be 
sincere ? 

KALKAGNO. 

So much so, that should' my heart be fearful to disclose 
its foibles, my tongue shall thus be bold to utter them :— » 
" I love the Countess Fiesko I" 
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Id FIESKO. Act L 

SACGOU 

(Drawing hack,) Ab I tliis is indeed a diecoverj. It 
is of all others the rerj last thing I should hare suspected. 
Your choice has indeed, surprised ine> but the success of 
it is still wanting to complete the measure of my astonish- 
ment. 

KALKAONO. 

They say, she is a model of the strictest virtue. 

SACCO. 

They lie ; she is nothing more than a long comment 

on the old text. — Depend upon't, you'll find her like the 

rest, — a Very womaui^ — ^But one word Kalkagno, either give 

up your profession or your hopes. 
if 

KALKAONO. 

The Count is faithless to her, and jealousy's a sly pro- 
curess. An attempt upon the Dorias will engage Fiesko's 
attention, and at the same time furnish me with employment 
in the castle> and while he is endeavouring to overturn their 
authority abroad, I shall use my best exertions to undermine 
her innocence at home. 
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Scene III. FIESKO. 17 

8ACCO. 

ExceUefitlf imagined ! In tinth, Kalkagno, ftm deierTe 
mj thanks for your sinceritj ; for it has spared me tlie pmn 
of blushing at my own. What I have hitherto been ashamed, 
enen io Mnk, I can now have no difficnhy in openly avow* 
ing; either /, or the present Goremment, must h\L 

KALKAGKO. 

What I are your debts so great? 

SACGO. 

So very great, that in a thousand yean, I conid not hope 
to liquidate them, A change in the administration can 
alone rehere me* Since though it may not famish me with 
the means of paying'^ it will at all events deprive my cre- 
ditors of the power of demanding. 

KALKAGNO. 

I understand you ! and in the end, when Genoa obtains 
her freedom by it, Sacco will be hailed *^ the father of his 
country." I like to hear of tales of honesty and deeds of 
patriotism, when the bankruptcy of a prodigal, and the li- 
centiousness of a libertine, decide upon a country's welfare ! 

I'fiiith Sacco, you have taught me to admire the wisdom 
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18 FIESKO. Act I. 

of that Proyidence that sd often preseryes the bodf 's health 
by the noxious humours which inyade its members. Is 
Verrina acquainted with jour design ? 

SACCO. 

He knows as much of it, as a Patriot ought to know. 
Genoa's freedom is the object round which his thoughts 
reyolye with iron constancy. His generous soul clings to 
the fond idea, and nourishes the hope with unabated feryour; 
his eye just now is turned upon Fiesko; you toOf he hopes 
to draw into his yiews. 

KAIiKAONO. 

His penetration 's admirable I Let us go and seek for 
him> and stimulate his ardour by our own^-— (£r«iitit) 
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&CENE IV. 

Enter Julia (hastily^) Fiesko in a white domino following 

her. 

JULIA. 

Here waiters — ^valets ! 

FIESKO. 

Bat where are 70a going Countesa?'— What is the matter? 

JULIA. 

' Ktfthing — ^nothing in the least 1 {To^ Hrwmt thtxt ef^ 
ten.y My carriage immediately ! 

FIESKO. 

Indeed I cannot allow it ; permit me to explain matters-— 
there appears to have been some offence. 

JULIA. 

Pooh Pooh ! nothing of the kind — ^I desire you'll leave me. 
-^You an tearing my dress to pieces.— Offence indeed I I 
should be glad to know who there is here that can or dare 
offend ? — ^Begone, I beg sir. 
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FIESKO. 

{Dropping on one knee.) Not till jou tell me who has 
dared 

JVIAA, 

{Looking at him etedfhetfy with her hands on hei* sides.) 
Very fine upon my word I It's a pity, the Countess of 
Lavagna is not here to witness this charming spectacle.^ — 
But what is this, my Lord ! Where is the husband now ? 
TluU attitude would be much better employed in your Lady's 
boudoir, when she looks orer the calendar of your caresses, 
and upbraids you with a deficiency in the reckoning. Rise, 
Sir, I desire you. Hare recourse to Ladies who are eader 
conquests* I beg you'll rise immediately. Or do yon mean 
this specious gallantry should compensate for your wife's 
impertinence ? 

FIESKO. 

(Springing up.) Impertinence I 

JClilA. 

To break up in t)iat manner ! — ^to throw down her chair I 
to turn her back to the table — the table, Count, at which / 
was seated ! 
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SCEN* IV. FIESKO. 21 

FIESKO. 

'. It is inexcusable'! confess. 

JULIA. 

And is it no more than that? The creature I And am 
I to blame then (bridiing) if the Count thinks prop^ to fix 
his eyes upon me ? 

Fi£SKO« 

Your beauty is to blaine» Madonna^ that he is unable to 
fix them any where else. 

JUUA. 

. No complimenting Count, where my honor is in question^ 
I demand redress ; am I to look, for it from you, or seek it 
in the offended dignity of the Purple ? 

FIfiSKO. 

* No, Julia, seek it rather in the arms of love, which begs 
you to forgive the faults of jealousy. 

JULIA. 

Jealousy— jealousy I What would the woman have then ? 
Is not my approbation of her taste, the highest con^ment? 
(praudfy.) Dorial Fieskol Methinks the Countess of 
Lavagna should feel highly honored, if Julia deigned to envy 
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her her choice. {Familian^ offsring him her hand to kiss.) 
I suppose for a moment the possibility of such a case^ Count I 



How can yon thus torment me Julia ?*^I know iny only 
f49eling8 towiurds you, should be those of rey^ence I— My 
reason bids me bend a suppliant's knee before the blood of 
Doria, but still my heart adc^res and dares to lore you. — 
My passion may indeed be criminal, but it is likewise nolble 
and aspiring. — It soars beyond the boundaries of rank, and 
wings its towering flight et^n to the sun of majesty and 
power ! . 

JULIA* 

Heavens! what an exaggerated falsehood I His tongue 
proclaims me a divinity, while his faithless heart beats be- 
neath the picture of another. 

FnSSKO. 

Rather it beats unwillingly Signora, and humbly begs you 
to release its duty. ( Taking aff^>L€onora*s mioMa^uarei which 
is supended hy a sky-blue ribband, and ddiwring it over to 
her.} Place but your heavenly portrait on this altar, (/by- 
ing his hand upon his heart,) and yon poor idol will be soon 
forgotten ! 
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ScEMB IV. FIESKO. 88 

JULIA. 

{HoMy poekeHng the picture,) This is indeed ft noble 
sacrifice, and well deserves my thanks. (She thrawe her 
portrait over M^ neck.) So slaye, henceforth be thie the 
lirery of your master ! 

(Eant runnitig.) 

FIESKO. 

( With fire.) Julia loves me I Jnlia ! I envy not a god. 
(In a strain of wild enihtuicum.) 
This night be a night of jubilee I 

Hillo there I (Enier crowd of oMendante*) 
Let Cypiian nectar flow with drcling freedom, 
X>et music wake the midnight from its slumber, 
And thousand blazing lunps deride the dawn ; 
The joy be general, and the feast be princely ; 
High bid the dancers spring, and shake the gay 
Surrounding spheres with gladness I 

(He hurries off. A buret of music is suddenfy heard, when 
an inner curtain rises and displays a large illuminated saloon, 
with masques, Sfc. dancing. On each side card tahUs, refresh- 
mentsy Ijfc. — — ) 
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SCENE V. 

GiANETTiNO DoRiA, {half intoxicotedy) — ^Lomellino — 
ZiBO — Ze]^turionb — ^Verrina — Sacco — ^Kalkagno — 
(aM masked.) Crowd of Ladies and Nobility, 

GIANETTINO. 

(^Boister<yasly.) Bravo I ' Bravo ! Tfiedth, these wines are 
excellent ; mark how the dancers bound I Go one of you 
through Genoa and tell the citizens that I'm in spirits; bid 
them rejoice and fear not. By Heavens they'll mark the 
day down in the calendar, and say, ^< This day was Doria 
merry. 

SEVERAL GUESTS. 

(RaisiTig their glasses*) The Republic ! 
( Trumpet flourish.) 

GIANETTINO. 

{Dashing his glass violently on the ground.) There lie 

the fragments I 
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( Thre$ UouJe Mcuquei move hatHfy Jbrward ami 
mrrowid Gianbttino.) 

LOMEIiLIMO. 

(JDrmoifig Ae Prmet atU of Ae circle.) My Lord, 70a 
w«re telliag me the other day, of a Lady you met with at 
Saint LcM'enzo'ja. 

OIAKBTTIMO. 

I iMtfy my boy> and I mdist gat acquainted with her. 

LOBfELUNO. 

I can easily muiage that bnsiness. 

--<—*- OIANETTINO. 

Can you^-caa you indeed> I emcHiiifl ? Ycm wwer* ca»» 
yassing the other day for the dignity of Procurator— you 
shall hare it. y y/ . 



My Lord 1 it is the second m the state ; upwards of 
sixty of the first nobility are now contending for it-»How 
then can / expect it ? 

(Pierce^*) Thunder and Dorial I say you ekaU he 
Procurator. 
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(The iht'ee Masque* advance towards him,) Nobility in 
Genoa ! — a pretty farce indeed I Let them throw all their 
ancestry and heraldry into the scale together, one single 
hair from old Andreas* silrer beard's enongh to tarn the 
balance. Iwillf that you be Procurator — ^that's as much as 
all the senate's voices ! 

LOMELLINO. 

(Speaking hw.) The girl is the only daughter.of a cer- 
tain Verrina. 

OIANfiTTINO. 

The girl is handsome, that's enough for me,» ^smkmfkttHL 

LOMELLINO. 

Bat consider, my Lord, she is the only daughter of a most 
obstinate republican. • * . • 

GIANETTINO. 

Go to the devil with your republicans I What ! a vassal's 
anger interrupt my passion I It were as well to say, the 
church must fall if boys thrviv .pebbles at it. Was it for 
this, that old Andreas received his scars, and shed his 
blood in battle, that /, his nephew, should humbly beg a 
boon from these republicans ? 
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Thunder md Dmtkl Tbk fridic's but a trifle^ and if 
tfaey doni sabmit toit with patieBee^ Til nose a gallows oa 
my Unde'8 bones^ and gibbet their expiiing freedom tibere. 
{The three Matguei retire agam.) 



The girl is now alone ; her &ther's here, and one of those 

three Masques. 

OIANBTTINO. 

That's lucky^ Lomellino— conduct me to her instantly. 

LOMELLDfO. 

I willy my Lord ! but I fear you expect to meet a mistress, 
and will only find a prude. 

OIAlfETFINO. 

Force is the best persuasion — show me the way directly— 
I should be glad to see the man that dares oppose Prince 
Doria's progress. (Enter FussKO meeting him at the door.) 

GIANSmNO. 

Where is the Countess ? 

VTSSKO, 

I have this moment seen her to her carriage. 

{He takes Gianettino*8 hand and preeeee it to hie breast.) 
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My Princey I now am doublj bound to you; for while 
Gianettino reigns supreme above my head^ bis lovely sister 
triumphs o'er my heart. 

LOHELLINO. 

Fiesko is become of late a perfect man of gallantry. The 
Ladies now engage his whole attention— -the other half the 
world is nothing to hinu 

FIESKO. 

Nothing I confess. Toliyei8todream9Lomellino;aadto 
live well, to dream agreeably. Say is it easier to do this 
amid the jarring fiictions of a throne, or in the maddening 
tumult of the world, than on the panting bosom of a lorely 
woman? Let Prince Gianettino reign in Genoa, Fiesko's 
only pleasure is to love. 

GIANETTINO. 

We must begone, Lomellino, *tis nearly midnight. The 
hour is almost come I Thanks for your entertainment, good 
Lavagna. I have been highly gratified. 

FIESKO. 

That's all I could desire. 
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OIAKETTINO. 

And so good night— to-morrow there's a party at the 
palace. We shall be glad to see yon— come along Procurator t 

FIESKO. 

Music I Lights there ! 

OIANETTINO. 

{JoitUng the three Masks.) Way there for Doria ! 

ONE OF THE MASKS ASIDE. 

( WUh an indignant murmur.) In hell, but not in Genoa I 

GUESTS. 

(/» moHan.) The Prince is retiring — Good night, good 
nighty Layagnal 

(Exeunt.) 
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SCENE VI. 



Thb Three Bjlack Masks-^Fiesko. 



. {A pauie of some momenis,) 

I obserye here some guests ihiit do not seeia to share he 
pleasures of my entertainment. 

MASKS. 

{Sullenfy.) Not one of them I 

FIESKO. 

{Obliginglif,) I should be sorry were a single Genoese 
to leave me discontented. Be quick there servants i — ^renew 
the dance, and fill the foaming goblets I — Shall I amuse you 
with a show of fireworks, or raise your spims with a pan- 
tomime? — Perhaps you would like to ^utatBMa^the ladies, 



or shall we take a hand at Faro, and deceive the time at 
play ? 
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ONE OF THE MASKS. 

We are want to nourish it with deeds f 

FIESKO. 

By heavens a manly answer I — ^that's Verrina. 

VERRINA (unmasking.) 
Flesko knows his friends more easy in their masks, 
Than they know him in his. 

FIESKO. 

I do not understand you I hut what's the meaning of this 
crape ahout your arm ? Can Verrina have sustained a loss 
to which Fiesko is a stranger ? 

VERRINA. 

Bad news would suit hut ill Fiesko's joyful 
Entertainments I 

FIESKO. 

Yet| when a friend has suffered, Fiesko surely would 
partake his griefs* — ^Friend of my heart (pressing his hand 
with fervour) say what loss is this that claims our mutual 
sorrow ? 

VERRINA. 

Mutual indeed — ^too true, hut every son 
Mourns not alike hia mother. 
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inssKo. 
(Smiling.) Your mother died not yesterday— she has 
been long in heaven ! 

VERRINA. 

(Significanth/.) 
There was a time Fiesko called me Brother, 
Because I styled myself my country^ s son. 

FIESKO. 

(Laughing.) Oh is that it! a pretty joke indeed, in 
mourning then for Genoa I In truth it« almost over with 
her; but the idea's a good one. — (To the other Masks.) 
Our friend is grown quite waggish lately ! 

KALKAGNO. 

( Unmasking,) He spoke it notwithstanding, very seriously. 

FIESKO. 

There lies the beauty of it ; a joke is nothing when the 
jester laughs. He hit it off most excellently. With what a 
iine funereal look, and tragic tone he uttered it I 

SACCO. 

Come Verrina, 'tis in vain to talk to him. 

PIESKO. 

But be not downcast in reality, I beg you, let's rather look 
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like heirs to an estate, who follow sorrowing behind the 
hearse, and secretly enjoy the lucky funeral. It's true, we 
may in this case, pay something for our hypocrisy, but should 
our country prove a step-mother, we*ll leave her to herself 
and live for pleasure. 

VERRINA. 

(Strongfy affected*) And live for pleasure I 
Great God I to what art thou reduced Fiesko ? 
Where shall I fin^ the glow of liberty, 
That once with patriot fervour warm'd thy bosom ? 
Is it then really fled ? Good heav*n there woe a time. 
When e'en to talk of Kings, had giv'n thee convulsions- 
Son of thy country I — Whither art thou gone ? 
Thy spirit wasted, and thy virtue faded. — 
What hast thou now to boast of? Oh Fiesko, 
Thou hast much to answer for. — ^If time can thus 
Degenerate the mind, and wear away its greatness, 
I give up all my claims to immortality 
And ask — eternal sleep I 

FIESKO. 

Come, come, be not uneasy about trifles. Let him put 
Genoa in his pocket, or sell it to an Algerine Corsair. What's 
that to us. You recollett our motto — " Wine and women." 
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V£RRINA. 

(^Fixing him ste^nstly,) 

Are those your serious sentiments Fiesko ? 

FIESKO. 

Why not my friend ? Is there then really so much plea- 
sure in heing a slave to that curst animal, called << Republic." 
Ought we not rather to thank those, who by converting it 
to monarchy, have kindly £ix«d the burdeu on themselves, 
and spared us such annoyance I Gianettino Doria will soon 
be Duke ; and state affairs will hardly turn our senses* 

VERRINA. 

Fiesko, 

Again I ask, are these your serious sentiments ? 

FIESKO. 

Andre-as will declare his nephew successor to his power, 
and who's the fool to call his right in question ? 

VERRINA. 

( Covetnng his face unth his hcmdsy cmd in a tone of heartfiU 

sorrow.) 
Then let's begone my countrymen ! 

(He rushes out, the rest following him.) 

FIESKO. 

Verrina I Verrina I Oh this Republican 's as hard as steel I 
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SCENE VII. 



FiESKo — Enter a Stranger tnaaked. 



STRANGER. 

Have you a moment's kisnre Laragna? 

CIKSKO. 
( Ohliginghf.) An hott^ if. you please. 

STRANGER. 

Then favor me with a wrUc beyond the walls. 

FIESKO. 

It is just midnight. 

STRANGER. 

I beg the &vor Count 

FIESKO* 

ril order the carriage. 

STIUNQES. 

That's quite imnecessary — I have sent on my horse. 
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He*8 all we shall require. {Signi/icantfy.) 

For only one returns. 

FIfiSKO. 

(Astonished.) What! 

STRANGER. 

I have a serious account to settle with you, — 
A woman's tears demand a man*s revenge. 

FIESKO. 

What woman's ? 

STRANGER. 

The Countess of Layagna'a— I know the Lady well, 
And should he glad to learn, where she deserved 
The treatment you have given her. 

FIESKO. 

Oh flow I understand you, hut may I heg 
The name of my extraordinary challenger. 

STRANGER. 

He it is, who once adored the Lady Ciho, 
But thinking you more worthy of her hand, 
In mournful silence yielded to Fiesko. 

FIESKO. 

Scipio Bourgonino ! 
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BOCROONiNO. 

( Vwmoiking*) And who is here to vindicate his honor. 

For tamely yielding up his claim to one^ 

Who meanly dares to wrong defenceless virtue I 

FIBSKO. 

Excellent young man I Thanks to the sorrows 
Of my wife, for making you thns known to me^- 
I fiilly estimate the noble zeal, 
That animates your conduct, but still / 
Cannot meet you. 

BOUROONIMO. 

What ! Is the Count Lavagna then afndd 
To dare the first encounter of my sword. 

FIESKO. 

Bourgonino I It is not, that I dare not, 
But, I will not. Against the hosts of France 
I'd freely venture — ^I cannot fight with you ; 
I love the generous spirit that inspires you ; 
The will is noble — but the deed were childish. 

BOURGONINO. — ( WUh fewour.) 
Childish^Count I When helpless woman weeps 
At injuries — *tis man's first, noblest duty, 
To avenge them I — 
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FIESKq* 

That*8 exodlenUj said^ 
I grant you, bujb stiU I wiU.not m»^ you. 

BOURGONiNO^^TWrn')^ kig Uuk upon him,) 
Then Count I shall despjsa you I 

FiBGiiCiOk— ( With aninmtion.) 
Nay thcUf by Heavens, thou sjiall'st not| iioble youth, 
Though virtue's self should fall the sacrifice^-r- 

( TcMng his hand with earnest eolemnittf.) 
Tell me Bourgonino, hare you ever 
Felt for me a certain sentiment, (I 
Scarce know how to name it)— a certain sentiment 
Of respect or reverence ? 

BOURGONINO. 

Think you I would have yielded up my claim 
To any one but him, whom I esteemed 
The frst of menf 

FIESKO. 

Then hear me for a moment^ 
The man who once deserved your reverence 
Should sink by slow degrees in your opinion. 
The plans of great men m^st be deeper laid 
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Than to allow each passer-by to scan them — 
Go home good Bonrgonino, and there reflect maturelfy 
Why thus and only thusy Fiesko acts at present. 
{Bourgimmo moves dowly andpensiveb^ off the stags.) 
Farewell brave youth I If but thy gallant spirit 
Fire our country — ^no power can save the Donas 
From destruction I 



SCENE VIII. 



Fi£SK0«-The Moor enters slyly^ and looks eoMtiously 
round the room, 

FIESKO. 

(Fianng him sharp and stedfastly with his eye.) 
Who are you ? What's your business ? 

MOOB. 

(As above.) A slave of the Republic 

FIESKO. 

Ah ! Slavery's a sad profession I 

{Keeping his eye upon him.) But what would you here ? 
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MOOR. 

Sir, I am an honest man. 

FIESKO. 

rd recommend you to write that upon your forehead ; it*s 
highly necessary. 

MOOR. 

Endeavouring to approach him^ while Fietko as studiously 
avoids him,) 
Sir I Do you take me for a scoundrel ? 

FIESKO. 

You do well to ask the question, and yet I think, you 
might have done better to let it alone. 

(ImpatieTitly.) But what the devil do you want ? 

MOOR. 

{Approaching him.) Are tfou the Count Lavagna ? 

FIESKO. 

(Prouetty.) The blind in Genoa know Lavagna's Footsteps I 
What would you with the Count ? 

MOOR. 

Be on your guard Lavagna. — (nearing him,) 

FIESKO. 

( Springing to the opposite side.) I will, you may depend on't. 
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MOOR. 

{As above.) There's mischief in the wind I 

FIESKO. 

{Retiring.) So I observe I 

MOOR. 

Beware of Doria ! 

FIESKO. 

{Approaching Mm with confidence.) Friend, I fear IVe 
been unjust to you. I really dread that name. 

MOOR. 

Avoid it then, I charge you I Can you read ? 

FIESKO. 

A superfluous question.^ — It's plain you have not had mnch 
dealings with nobility-— What have you there ? 

MOOR. 

Your name in &tal characters. 
{He gives him a paper and approaches him ehsely. 
FiESKO steps before a Looking- Glass, and glances his eye 
cautiously upwards, at the same time pi*etending to read. The 
Moor examines him attentively, moves two or three times 
round him, ai length draws his dagger and is about to strike. 
Fiesko tutms sharply round^ seizes him by the arm, and 
wrenches the dagger from him.) 
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Softly I softly scoundrel — softly I 

MOOB. 

(Stamping wiMly with his foot) Damnation I Ask your 
pardon sir, upon my honor I ( Waikifig Uiswrely off.) 

FIESKO. 

• {Seizing him hf the coUar,) Ho there I StephanolDmlloI 
Anthonio I Wait a moment Mend, IVe not quite done with 
you. 

{Enter Servants.) 
Stay and answer me. Thotr Jiast managed thy business 
badly. Who is to reward thy trouble ? 

MOOR. 

{After several fruitless aUempts to get axoayy determined.) 
One comfort^ you cannot han^ me higher than the gallows. 

FIESKO. 

No, not on the horns of the Moon, I grant ye* But 
high en6ugh to preserve the woiid from a repetition of 
your villainy. But your attempt on 7mf life was too political 
a measure to have originated with yourself; say, therefore, 
who has hired you ? 

MOOB. 

You may call me scoundrel, if you please, Sir, but I beg 
you won't try to make a fool of me. 
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FIBBKO. 

What I is the brute so proud— Hspeak scoundrel, who has 
hired you? 

MOOIL 

{ThimghtfuOy.) Hum! I shall not be the only fooUA«n / 
Who has hired me ?-«-and after aU, only a hundred paltry 
Sequins I — ^Who has hired me?-*Prince Gianettino. 

PIESKO. 

( Wtdking exasperaied backwards and forwards.) 
A hundred Sequins I What ! No more than that for 
a Fiesko's head I Shame, shame, Gianettino I 
(Hastening to his bureau,) 
Here scoundrel! Here's a thousand! Go tell your 
master '< he's a niggardly assassin I" 

(MooA measuring him Jrom head to fo<a.) 

FIESKO. 

What, dost thou hesitate ? 

(Moor takes the moneyy lays ii downy takes it again^ and 
sHtt considers him with increasing astonishment,) 

FIESKO. 

Well fellow, what art thou thinking of? 
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JBfOOR. 

( Throwing the purse resofutefy on the fyxhle.) 
Sir I I hare not deserved that money ! 

FIESKO. 

You stupid fool, you have deserped the gallows ; but the 
irritated elephant crushes men, not worms f Were but a 
breath required, I'd hang you up this instant. 

MOOR. 

(^Bowing jojifuUy.) Indeed Sir, you're too good* 

FIESKO. : 

God forbid. I should be good to you f It pleases me to 
think, that I'm superior to your villainy, and that the life 
or death of such a scoundrel, is unimportant to Fiesko's 
welfare ; — ^'tis therefore I permit you to escape. Your 
£sdlure has convinced me, that the heavens reserve me for 
some great, some noble end ; and therefore I forgive you, 
and am merciful ! 

MOOR. 

( With impudent familiarity.) Give me your handLavagnal 
One good turn deserves another. If there's a single soul 
in Genoa^s territory, you wish to liberate from earthly thral- 
dom, I'll undertake to do the business gratis. 
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FIBSKO. 

Damnable Villain I What! wotild'st thoa l>ribe me with 
the lires of others ? 

MOOR. 

Oh I never like to be under obligations to any one ; I 
hare too nice a sense of honor I assure you. 

FIESKO. 

The honor of a cut-throat I 

MOOR. 

Is infinitely purer and better' established than that of your 
fine gentry. You break your oaths and promises to God. 
We keep ours punctually with the devil. 

FIESKO. 

Egad I thou art a curious fellow. 

MOOR. 

I'm glad you like me — ^put me to the test I beg ; you'll 
find I understand my business. There's not a single species 
of rascality from petty larceny to highway robbery with 
which I'm unacquainted. I've served my time most credita- 
bly in all the intermediate gradations. 

' FIESKO. 

Upon my word I So villains have their degrees of rank 

E 
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as well as wickedness! (SeaHng himself.) I should be 
glad to know something of the lowest order among you. 

MOOB. 

Oh fie, Sir I That is the contemptible tribe of long fingers, 
called pickpockets — a wretched set, tirho seldom or nerer 
produce a great man. Whose paltry pecolatious tend fre- 
quently to the pillory and house 6f correction, and at most, 
end ankf in the gallows. 

FIfiSKO. 

Aq agreeable termination I « Now for the higher ranks. 
MOOB.. . .. 

Those, Sir, are spies and infori^iers — ^men of high res* 
pectability and consideration, who fasten like leeches upon 
the great, and in time become necessary to their very ex- 
istence — ^who secretly absorb the venom of their wishes and 
carry all their yicions inclinations .into practice. 

FIESKO. 

I am acquainted with them — ^proce^d. 

MOOB. 

The next in rank are murderers, poison dealers, and indeed 
all those who lurk silently around their object, and at length 
dispatch him unawares. Often indeed they are cowardly 
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scoundrels, but still honest fellows, who give the deril his 
due, and clear off their scores by eternal damnation. The 
law is kinder to these than to those abore mentioned. It 
dignifies their exit with something extra. Their bones are 
stretched on the wheel, and their heads fixed up on a hal- 
bert. This is the third class.' • 

FIESKO. 

But say, when will it be ^owr turn ? 

MOOR. 

Zounds Sir, there's the rub I I have borne a part in 
every one of these. My happy genius is not confined to any 
particular rascality. Yesterday evening I performed a mas- 
ter stroke in the third, and about an hour since, I ■', 
bungled the business most completely in the fourth. 
(botoing:) . 

FIESKO. 

The fourth I Oh now we come to it I 

MOOR. 

{With animation,) Aye those are the fellows I These 
are they who go boldly in search of their object, who cut 
their way through every danger, attack him openly in his 
own apartments, and who, before he has time to thank them 
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for the first blow, save him the trouble by making a coup 
de grace of the second I Entre ntmsy these are called the 
deyil's expresses. He has only to wink and pay largely, 
and the the yen'soa descends to him te^arm. 

FIESKO. 

Thou art a hardened villain. I have long required such, if 
you like, I'll take you into pay. 

MOOR. 

Joke or earnest? 

FIESKO. 

Positive earnest, FU give you a thousand sequins a year I 

MOOR. 

Strike hands, Lavagna I I am yours I Use me for any pur- 
pose that you please. I can deceive, flatter, pimp, or assassi- 
nate — any thing in short that savours of rascality ; only for 
6od*s sake employ me in no honest transaction, for, to be 
candid with you, in. these matters, I am the stupidest dog 
alive I 

FIESKO. 

Be not uneasy, when I want a lamb, I'll hardly ask a 
wolf to bring it me. To-morrow you must make the tour 
of Genoa, and sound the disposition of the people. Disco- 
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ver above all things what they think of Doria, and how 
they stand affected to his government. Find out, too, the 
opinion of the citizens, and what they whisper of my own 
extravagance and dissipation. Inundate them with wine, 
till every secret thought overflows with freedom. IJere's 
money, spend part among the manu&cturers. 

MOOR. 

(Looks at him thoughtfully.) Sir ! 

FIESKO. 

Be not afraid, 'tis nothing honest I Begone,— call your 
whole band to your assistance, to-morrow I will listen to 
your news. — (Exit*) 

MOOR. 

Depend on me, it's now but four o'clock, by eight to- 
morrow you shall be more thui satisfied.— {£lri<.) 
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SCENE IX. 

A Boom at Verrina's— -Bertha » discovered leandng hade 
upon a sofcLy her head resting on her hand — ^Verrina 
enters in gloomy reverie. 

bbrtha. 
(Springingup alarmed.) Great heaven I it is himself. 

VERRINA. 

{Stops suddenly f and lobks at her with astonishment.) 
What I is my daughter lightened at her lather I 

BERTHA. 

Leave me — 'leave me> for God's sake leave me I 
Oh father you look dreadful t 

VERRINA. 

What I to my only child ? 

BERTHA (wi^ painful fondness.) 
Oh no, it is impossible ! — ^I feel 
I am still your daughter I 
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VERRINA. 

Does my parental tenderoue99 distress you ? 

.. . BSRTHA. 

It does indeed I 

VERRINA. 

Why what reception's thi^ ? Formerly when 
I came home oppressed with grief, niy daughter 
Flew to meet me, and laughed away my sorrows. 
Embrace me Bertha, let my poor heart. 
Already frozen with my country's sufferings. 
Rekindle at the warmth of- thy affection I 
Oh my child ! This day I have taken leave 
Of every joy in nature, andtibpV alone 
Remainest me I 
BERTHA (^fixing her et^s/wni^uU^i but itedfhsUy on him,) 
[ . : Ui^h^ppy fiifther I ' 
VERRINA (embracing, her wi^ melancholy tendemees.) 
. Bwthal 
My only child I ipy last sadiiope and comfort, 
Genoa's j&eedom is no more I-^o more, Fiesko I 
{Pressing her convukivdy to his bosom^ and muttering 
between his teeth.) 
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Do thou become a 

" BERTHA. 

(Tearing Jierse^ from his arms.) 
M ercifU heaven I You know it then I 

VERRINA. 

{Stands trembling with agitation.) What ? 

BERTHA. 

My virgin honor I 
(Wildfy.) WliatI 
This night 
(Raving.) What! 

BERTHA. 

Violence I (Sinks upon the sofa.) 

VERRINA* 

(Afier a dreadful pause^ in a deep and hoUow voice.) 
One word more daughter, the last I hare to ask — ^who ? 

BERTHA. 

Oh father I Cast aside that look-»«o pale, 

And yet so dreadful I Heaven ! How he trembles. 



VERRINA. 



BERTHA. 



VERRINA. 
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VBRRINA. 

. Be not alarmed my Bertha — who ? 

BERTHA. 

Be comforted, my best — ^my dearest father I 

VERRINA. 

Who — ^who ? Keep me no longer in suspense, 
For God's sake. 

(On the point of throwing himself at her feeU) 

BERTHA. 

A Mask. 

VERRINA. 

{Steps hcuik cmd appears much agitated-^-a pause of 
some moments.) 
No, No, it cannot be — That thought came not from Heaven ! 
(laughing madly.) 

Old fool I As if the poison that infects 
The universe, sprang from one single toad I 
(More collected.) His person like my own, or smaller. 

BERTHA. 

Larger. 

VERRINA* 

( With quickness.) His hair black and curly ? 
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Coal black and curly. . • t 

.¥B|IRINA. 

(Staggering,) : Ok Godrrrmy head^ my bead I 
His voice I /.••.:• 

,B£^7HA. 

Hoarse and boisterous. 

VKHRtSAi^mtb^inereated violence*) 
What colour ? No, I will Jjiear no more I 
His cloak — ^what colour? 

.,9ERTJHA. 

Green, as I.thought. . ' 

. .-yiBBRINA. • > 

( Covers his face, with iishonib and totters to the sofa,) 
Be tranquil, child, 'tis only giddiness I 
(His hands JiUl motionhss^ to his^ sides^ his cotmtenance pale 
: .and,deeUh like,) 
BERTHA (wHnging her Jumds.) 
Merciful heaven I This is no more my father I 

VERRINA ((ifter a pause laughing bitterly,) 
Right so, right so, old coward 1 Twas not enough, 
The scoundrel dared to violate his country. 
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You tamely waited, till your anbf child 
Fell: victim to his lust I 'Twas not enough. 
He rarished liberty and rigiit from Genoa, 
You tamely waited, till he ravished kmocenoe 
And honor from your daughter ! ^. y_ 

Be quick there Jipllihi^I 

A* 

Powder and ball directly !-^0r stop, IVe changed my mind. 
Give me my awosd! FaU od your knees my daughter t 
Say your prayers I 

(His hand upon his firehBod*) 
Oh God! IshallgomadI 

BERTHA. 

Oh father, I am dead with apprehension t 

VERItlNA. 

Come, sit you down by me, (jngniflcaintlyi) 

And tell me Bertha, 
What did the hoary headed Roman senator 
When like you, (I scarce know what to call it,) 
They found his daughter so— ^ — agreeable ? 
Tell me Bertha, what said Virginius 
To his dishonour'd child ? 
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BEBTHA. 

(Shuddei^ing,) I know not father, .what he said to her, 

VERBINA. 

Poor fool I Why, he said — ^nothing. 

(Laying his hand suddenly on his sword,) 
He seize d ' • butcher's knife and ' 

BEBTHA. 

{Falling on his arm,) Great God I What would 70a &ther? 

VERBINA. 

{Throwing down the sword.) 
No — No — As yet — ^in Genoa; there is Justice I 



SCENE X. . 
The Fobmeb — Enter Kalkagno and Sacco. 

KALKAGNO. 

Be quick Verrina — get ready immediately — 

The election week begins to day, 

And we are now going to the Signoria 

To choose the Senators. The streets swarm with people ; 
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The whole nobility is crowding to the senate-house. 
Of course«you'll accompany us, (sarcaiticaJly) to witness 
The Triumph of our Freedom. 

8ACCO. 

But what is this ? 
A drawn sword lying in the room ! Verrina*s 
Looks are wild and ghastly I and Bertha's eyes 
Are red with weeping. 

KALKAGNO. 

By Hearens, I did not notice 
This before. Sacco I here*s some misfortune I 

VERRINA. 

{Placing chain) Be seated — 

8ACCO. 

My friend — ^you quite alarm us. 

KALKAGNO. 

I never saw you thus before, Verrina I 

Had not your Bertha wept — ^I should have ask*d 

Is Genoa fidlen* 

VERRINA. 

(In a dreadful voice) Fallen indeed I 

Be seated ! 
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KALKAONO. 

(Alarmed — taking his chair) • 
For God*3 sake I conjure you. 

VEBBINA. 

Listen attentively. 

KALKAONO. 

Sacco I I fear me ••••••- • 

VfiRRINA. 

My countrymen— You are both acquainted 
With the Nobility of Verrina's House I 
Your Ancestors hare borne the Trains of mme— - 
Mf/ Fathers fought the battles, of the state— 
Ml/ Mothers, were the models -of their sex— - 
Adorned with beauty, innocence and virtue. 
It's true our Honor, was our only Capital; 
But this descended pure from Sire to Son, 
By each inherited, and each — supported'*^ 
Or say does any doubt it ? 

SACCO. 

No one I 

KAIiKAGNO. 

No one— 418 God's in Heaven. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene X. FIESKO* 59 

VJ&BBIKA. 

I am the last male isfiiie of my. family— 

My -wife alas I is buried — My daugbt«r» 

Is the only legacy her love bequeathed me. 

My Countrymen I , 

You are witnesses how I have rear'd her. 

With what parental tenderness and care, 

IVe watch'd o'er Bertha's welfare ; can any one 

Reproach me with n^lect of this, my .only child ? 

KALKAONO. 

Your daughter is the pattern of her sex. 

VERRINA. 

My Friends 1 I now am old. 

If I lose her — ^I have no more to hope for. 

The memory of Verrina's name expires. 

(/ti a tone of bitterest (mgmsh,) 
It has expired — ^Bertha is lost — 

And infamy's— my portion. 
(Bothy with emotion.} 
Forbid it Heaven 1 

(Bertha sinks sobbing on the sofa,) 
Despair not daughter I . these men are brave and noble. 
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Behold my girl — ^tbey weep— «he<er up my Bertha, 
Their tears are but the prelude to their yengeance. 
Be not astonished Friends, 

(Solemn and slow J) 
The man that forges chains for Genoa, 
May easily compel a helpless woman I 

(Bothy starting up and throwing back their chairs.) 
Gianettino Doria ! 

BERTHA (shrieks.) 
Oh open earth and hide me I Here!s my Scipio. 



SCENE XL 



The Former— ^rt^cr (hastily) Bourgonino, 

BOUROONINO. 

Rejoice, my Bertha. I bring the best of news. 
Noble Verrina I 

My every hope is fixed upon your goodness I 
I long have lov'd your daughter — ^but I fear'd 
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To tell you so, because my fortune, 

(Entrusted to the mercy of the deep) 

Still floated on the waves from CoromandeL 

At length the Fleet's arriy'd I my wealth is certain 

And considerable — Give me your Bertha — 

I will make her happy. 

VERRINA. 

( With solemn irony,) 

Have you a mind, youngs man, 
To throw away your heart upon a harlot ? 

BOURGONINO. 

(Laying his hand upon his sword and again hastily 
withdrawing it) 
That spoke her Father I 

VERRINA. 

ThcU speaks each wretch in Genoa I 
Art thou content to take another's leavings ? 

BOITROONIKO. 

Old man I you'll drive me mad I 

KALKAGNO. 

It is alas I too true I 

BOURGONINO. 

(Springing up and rushing furious^ towards Bertha.) 
True did you say ? Has then a girl befool'd me ? 
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KALKAONO. 

Hold I Hold I good Bomigomno, 

An angel's purity exceeds not Bertha's innocence. 

BOUAGONiNO (tkmd$ still tvith aOonMrnmU.) 
So help me God ! I know not bow to fake this ; 
Pure and yet dishonour'd I I cannot understand yau ; 
Your eyes glare wildly and your tongues are speechless. 
Some dreadful secret labours in your breasts. 
And strires In vain for utterance I Speak, I 
Conjure you, speak, nor longer trifle with 
A lover's tortures. Innocent I— *Who said 
Innocent ? 

V VERRINA. 

My child is ^guiltless. 

BOCROOKINO. 

'Twas force thenr^seizing the sword from the ground,) 

My Countrymen ! I charge you, 
By all the crimes that sully helpless virtue. 
Where shall I find the Ravisher ? 

VEAtUNA. 

There where you find the Tyrant I 
(BouBGONiNO stands petrified with horror — the sword drops 
from his hand, Verrina waffes thoughtfiilltf up and dawn^-" 
at length stops and proceeds*) 
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VERRINA. 

If Providence ! I read thy will aright, 
*Ti8 thy design, to rescue Genoa 
Through the means of Bertha. 
(He moves towards her, and slowly ufiwvnding the black 
crape from his arm, continues with awfid solemnity,) 
Till Doric's Wood 
Has washed away the stain that blots ithine honor — 
No ray of light, shall dawn upon thy cheek, 
Or visit thy sad eyes. Till then-^ 

( Thrown^ the crepe over, her.) 
Be hid in darkness. 
{A pause of sam/e mommtf— Bouroonino, Kalkagno awd 
Sacco contemplate him in silent astonishment.) 

VERRINA. 

(Laying his hand on Beriha*s head.) . 
Curs'd be the air that fans thee with its breath ! , 
Cursed the sleep that renovates thy frame, 
And bids thy bleeding heart forget its sorrows^-*- 
Cursed the footsteps of each human soul 
That seeks to comfort thee in thy affliction ! 
Go to the lowest cavern of my house, 
Be that thy dungeon. 
There weep, lament, and lengthen time with anguish. 
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Thy hours — ^be but a series of misery, 
Thy life — ^the wreathings of a dying worm, 
The hard convulsive conflicts of a soul, 
That strives in vain to quit its earthly mansion! 
This curse remain upon thee, till the last gasp 
Of Gianettino's breath, dissolve its pow^. 

But, should the Viper live, to boast his conquest. 
And meanly triumph o'er thy faded virtue, 
Stilt be thy fate imited ivith his own, 
And all thy sorrows, link'd with his existence. 
His death alone, can heal the wounds he gave thee. 

(A toted silence — AstonishmevU and horror depicted in every 
countenance* Verrina looks at eajch with ^e^ast penekra^on.) 

BOURGONINO. 

Hard hearted parent 1 What have you determin*d ? 
Why have you stamped this more than dreadful curse, 
Upon your guiltless child ? 

• VBRRiNA (bitterly.) 
So dreadful do you find it my young bridegroom ? 

( Changing his tone to that of eaemest solemnity.) 
Who now among you all would dare stand up, 
And tell me of " delay ?'^ the fete of Genoa 
Rests upon my Bertha ; the feelings of the fether 
And the citizen, with equal ardour 
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Animate mj heart, and spur me to exertion I 

Is any of you here so mean a coward. 

As for one moment to defer the deed, 

When this poor) Innocent, with tearful eyes 

Upbraids your slow resolires, and tardy vengeance?' 

This is not friends, the langui^e of a fool ; 

The oath IVe taken, is the fix'd result 

Of calm deliberation. It were not easy 

To -wean me from my puipose. And here by Heaven 

I swear, no anguish that my child may undergo, 

No agony of body or of mind, 

Shall change my resolution. Doria must die— 

Or innocence-despair I You tremble at this language-— 

Your hairs stand upright, and in pale dismay 

You fix your eyes upon me, but still — ^this must be so. 

Scipio I I chaige you as you love my daughter 

To sacrifice the Tyrant to her honor. 

I keep her as the hostage for the deed, 

And only give her up on its fulfilment. 

She is the link that chains us to each other, 

( Tmming to Sacco and Kalkaono.) 
And binds our separate duties all in one. 
Either the Tyrant dies or-«Innocence— despairs I 
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BOVAQONIMO 

And die he shall I — ^hls life- be sacrificed 
To Genoa's freedom and ta Berliiafs honor I 
Ere on thy lips I print the hzidegroom's kifl% 
I swear to sheathe this wei^pon in his bosom. 

( fla 9*»9ey.) 

VBBIUNA. 

Tis the first pair the furies hare united! 

Join hands my children I Seipio ! 

You'll sheathe your weapon in his bosom ? 
Take her^for thou desery'st her I 

KAiiKAONo {kneeling.) 
Here kneels 
Another of thy countrymen^ and lays 
The sword of vengeance -at the feet of innocence. 
May but Kalkagno find the way to heaven/ 
As surely as this steel a passage to hU heart 

&ACCO (kneeling.) 
Tho' last, not least resolv'd, kneds Raphael Sacco ; 
If my keen sword hew not thy bonds asondery 
May adamantine chains compel my soul 
To linger out eternity in bondage. 
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VERRBU (Aurfiilhf.) 
In Genoa's ntme I ifasok you. Go noir!tO|r child 
And let it be thj comfort to ndect^ 
That thou*rt deroted to tiiy conotrj's wrifiun. 
' BOVROONINO (mirtmng htr.) 
Go my beloved I and placa thy Irvst in HeaVn 
And Boorgonino. The self same hour that 
Tyranny expires, shall innocence be firee« 

(Bertha mowi alowfy and warrtmifidfy ojf Ae ttage.) 



SCENE XII. 



The YoBnasxf^Withovi Bertha. 



SAIilCAGNO. 

But one word, xKf Countrymen^ be^ie we yentore 
Further in thili business. 

VERBINA. 

I guess it 
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^ 68 FIBSKO. Act 1. 

^ KAIiKAGNO. 

{ Think you four solitary patriots sufficient 

To overthrow the Hydra Despotism ? 
Shall we not raise the people, or at all events 
Draw over the nohility to join us ? 

VERRINA. 

I understand you. — Hear me a moment ; . 
I have long patroniz'd n famous Painter, 
Who has lavished all his talents in a picture 
On the Fall of Appius Claudius. 
Fiesko is a passionate admirer 
Of the Art, and easily wrought upon 
By scenes of heroism and sublimity. 
We'll bring the painting to his palace, and narrowly 
Observe him, when he views it. Perhaps the sight 
^ May wake his slumbering genius — ^perhaps . . . 

BOURGONINO. 

Away with him I Increase the danger of the deed, 
But not the sharers in it — ^thus speaks the Hero — 



\ 



( V ^ I have long felt a something in my breast 

\ That numbs each genial feeling of my soul. 

And damps the fire of action. At length I know 
The cause of this sensation — 
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Tis t\a»^9pringing up with enikusicum.) 
« I have a TTrant." 



7%e Owrtain fcJh. 



END OP THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



Roam cU Fiesko*s.— Leonora — Arabella. 

ARABELLA. 

Ko> No, I tell 70a ! You saw wrong depend upon it~« 
your jealousy deceived you 1 

LEONORA. 

Don't talk to me of jealousy; Tm satisfied 'twas Jidia. 
My miniature was suspended by a sky-blue ribband. Thk 
was flaming red. My &te I see*s decided I 
Enter Julia {affectedly.) 

JULIA. 

The Count has offered me his palace to view the proces- 
sion to the senate-house. I fear I shall find the time a little 
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tedious. Till the chocolate is ready, he good enough to 
e&tertain moy Madam. 

{AAABfiLLA 910^1^ <md t^wmi immediately.) 

LteMORA. 

If you please, I irffl iiiTite oos^iauyy SigiumL 

SXJUA. 

Very fine indeed I Ad if I came hbre to look finr company. 
1*11 thank you to entertain me yourself, Madam, (if that's in 
your power) for at present I have no particmlar engagement. 
ARABEiiLA, (interrupiing her.) 

Heavens, what a heautifnl diamond I How cruel Signom 
to add magmfic^ee to your other 'attractions ! as if nature 
had not made you si^ciwtly formidahle akeady— and such 
a glittering display of pearls too I their histre makes one's 
eyes ache*. Surdy Signora, you mndt have pSlaged the 
ocean I 

JULIA (ejfywmiag hene^in n gkue.) 

They may indeed he a rarity to you Miss I hut pray has 
your Mistress hired you for your tongue on diese occa- 
ssions? Channing)Adbdam|Uponmy word, to complinkenl 
your guests through (he medium of your domestics. 

liBONORA. 

I am truly sorj^ Signora, that my present tesftper of mind 
makes me unequal to the pleasure of your society. 
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JULIA. 

A most unhappy habit that of yours MadoDiia» UiatreiH 
ders you at all times melancholy and stupid* Believe me, it 
will require more life, gaiety, and spirit, to secure your hus- 
band's affections. This is not the way to set about it. 

LEOKORA. 

I know but one way Signon, and am^ sorry it differs so 
much from the mode tfou haye adopted. 

JUUA (pretending not to notice her,) 

Only see too how you carry yourself Madonna I For 
6od*s sake bestow more pains upon your person — have re- 
course to art where you find nature unfriendly— -and let 
rouge g^ye a colour to your complexion. Belieye me child, 
these pale cheeks of yours will neyer find a purchaser. 
LBONORA (turning quick to Arabella.) 

Congratulate me Bella. Either my Fiesko is not lo0t> dr 
(if lost) he deserves not my affiiction I 

JULIA. 

What are you muttering there about losing Madonna? 
For my part, I cannot conceive how you stumMed on the 
ridiculous idea of choosing Fiesko. How could you aspire 
so high my good child ? How could you wish for a situ- 
ation, which draws upon you the observation of the world, 
and subjects you to so many invidious comparisons ? Upon 
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my word my dear, he most have been either a knave or a 
fool that married you to Ficwko, (taking' hei* hemd compas" 
sionately), for believe me» the man that m^kes a fig^ure in 
our &shioQaMe circles, was never calculated to become y&ur 
husband. 

LEONORA. 

True Signora I for if he was, he -would not wish to make 
a figure there. 

JULIA. 

The Count has person, taste, abilities. He has been for- 
tunate too in making friends and connections of Ihe first 
consideration. His disposition is gay, lively, sanguine, and 
aspiring. Fancy for a moment his melancholy situation, 
when he returns home from the fascinating circles of the 
beau-monde. His wife receives him with common place 
affection, damps his raptures with a kiss of frosty tender- 
ness, and deals out her caresses to him with cold reserve and 
platonic indifference. Abroad he is tantalized with the 
sight of charms, he must not enjoy. At home he is dis- 
gusted with the possession of a woman he cannot love. 
Under these circumstances how is he to conduct himself 
Madonna? Will he not lose his senses? or whom next 
will he choose ? 
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L8090RA. 

You SigBora, when he has reaQj lost them. 

JfTIiIA. 

This taunt recoil upon yourself ! TremUe at yonr rash- 
ness Madonna I but ere you tremble, learn likewise to blush. 

li&ONORA. 

And are you then acquainted with that talent Signora ? 
But, I ask your pardon, it is a toilette artifice,, it cannot be 
unknown to you. 

Excellent upon my word* Poor soul, I see thou art not 
wholly without wit, though it rcfquires some pains to excite 
it* But I was only joking Madonna— ^give me your hand in 
proof of your forgireaeas. 

tSONOiU.. 

( Giving her hand with d look of eamett wnaihUi^^) 
Signora ! the fear of my resentment need not distriess you ! 

JULIA. 

So generous too I but I must repay you. Were I to carry 
the picture of a person about me, would you not conclude 
the original dear to me ? What say you Maidonna ? 
LBONORA (cof^uaed and bhuhing.) 

I — ■ I — surely that would be rather a hasty conclu- 
sion Signora. 
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JULIA. 

Perhaps so indeed. True affection, they say, requires no 
adventitious assistance. The feelings of nature you know, 
are superior to the productions of art ! 

LEONORA. 

Good Heaven, Signora I Where could you have disco* 
vered this truth ? 

. JULIA. 

Fiesko inspired it. So dearly he lores the oQrigina]» he 
wanted no aid from the picture. (PreienHng Lspnqra her 
Miniature and laughing maUeiousljf,} After this I think he 
is doubly entitled to your attachment. 

LEONORA (t» a. tone of bitterest anguish.) 
What ! fMf Miniature to you / 

( Sinking exhofu^ed in a chair.) 
Unheard of cruelty 2 
JUUA (esmitingly.) 
Have I then repaid you ? Now Madonna ni>t a word 
more I A truce to severity*— (eo^an^ aloud,) — ^My carriage 
immediately I—-My business is oyer^n^paJtting Leonora's 
cheek.) Comfort yourself my dear ! He gave it me in a ^ 
of insanity / 

{Exit.) 
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SCENE 11. 
Enter Kalkaono. 

KALKAONO. 

So incensed went Lady Julia away. 
And you in agitation too. Madonna ? 

LEONORA (deeply affefied^ not obeerving him.) 
Perfidious man I 

KALKAOMO. 

Good Heaven^ Madonna ! 
You surely are not weeping. 

LEONORA. 

Ah I a friend of l^e monster's I 
Begone from my sight ! 

KALKAGNO. 

What monster I You alarm me ? 

LEONORA. 

My Husband I Your Fiesko ! 

KALKAGNO. 

What's this I hear ? 
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LEONORA. 

Only a piece of villainy, your sex's 
Common practice I 

Kalkagno (seizing her hand with fervour,) 
Madonna I believe me, 
IVe a heart for suffering virtue ! 

LEONORA {Jicing him earnestly.) 
You are a man I 
That heart is not for me. 

KALKAGNO. 

Entirely for you, 
Full of you,' Oh did you know how infinitely dear I 

LEONORA. 

Man I Thou art a liar I Professions are not actions I 

KALKAGNO. 

I swear to you. 

LEONORA. 

A falsehood I Cease, cease, you'll weary 
The Recording AngeFs pen that registers them down. 
Were every falsehood that you speak, a Demon, 
Satan would storm the Heavens with success, 
Aiid lead away the Cherubim in chains I 

KALKAGNO. 

You wander Countess, your anguish renders you 

G 
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Unjust. Shall the whole sex stand attached. 
For the conduct of a sisgle one ? 

LEONORA (looking' steadfasUy at him.) 
Man ! in that One I did adore the whole, 
Then gurely in that One^ I may detest it. 

KAI^KAONO. 

Try once more Countess, 
The first attempt has indeed heen unsuccessful, 
Consent to give away your heart a second time, 
I think I could inform you, where it would 
Be well disposed of. 

LEONORA. 

Your lies would drive the Deity 
From Heaven I Forhear — I'll hear no more ! 

KASKAONO. . 

Injustice to our sex in general, you should 
To day retract this censure in my arms. 

LEONORA (attentive^.) 
What's that 1 Explain yourself entirely* — ^In your . • . 

KALKAGNO. 

In my arms, 
Which open to receive forsaken innocence, 
And to indemnify neglected love I 
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LEONORA (with a look of poMtrmHon.) 
Love! 

KALKA0KO. 

Yes — at length thank Hearen I IVe venttir'd to reveal it 
( Throwing himself at her feeU) Loye» Madonna I 
My life or death now hangs npon your tongue. 
If it he criminal to own my passion. 
May tl}e extremes of vice and rirtne meet, 
And Heaven and Earth consume away in ruin. 

LEONORA (stepping hack with pride and indignation.) 
Insidious wretch I was this the end 
Of all thy sympathy ? In the same hreath 
A Traitor, hoth to friendship and to honor I 
Away I hegone for ever from. my sight 1 
Perfidious sex I Till now I thought, you 
Only had deceived poor helpless women, 
I never knew that you hetray'd each other ! 

KALKAGNO (rising in confusion.) 
Madonna ! 

LEONORA. 

'Twas not enough to violate the laws 
Of confidence ; this Hypocrite would poison 
With his hreath the springs of Virtue, and pupil 
Innocence in perjury and falsehood I 
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KALKAGNO (with qukkness.) 
The falsehood lies not on your side only Madonna. 

LEONORA. 

I understand you ! you'd bribe me by the sense 
Of his unkindness, you'd ui^e my feelings 
To betray my honor. 

( With infinite dignity.) 
Begone I you might hare known. 
That there's a grandeur even in misfortime, 
And that the pride of hmtdrngior Fiesko, 
Consoles a woman's heart for half its sorrows. 
Away I 'Tis not because the great Fiesko falls. 
That a Kalkagno rises ; when Virtue sinks 
The human race sinks with it. 

{Exit.) 

KALKAGNO. 

{Casting after her a look of astonishment and then 
striking his forehead.) 
Confounded blockhead I 

(Exit.) 
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SCENE III. 
Enter Fibsko. — The Mooiu 

FIESKO. 

Who was it passed there ? 

MOOR. 

The Marquis Kalkagno I 

FIESKO. 

This handkerchief was lying on the sofa. M j wife must 
have heen here. 

MOOR. 

She met me this moment in great agitation. 

FIESKO. 

The handkerchief is mcMst too. 

{Putting U in his bosom,) 
Kalkagno here I Leonora in agitation I 
(After a short silence.) 
1 shall ask you this evening what was pass'd between them. 

MOOR. 

Mam'selle Bella loves flattery, I think I may venture to 
undertake it. 
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FIESKO. 

And now your thirty hours have expired, have you exe- 
cuted my commission? 

MOOR. 

To a tittle, my Lord I 

FiESKO (seating himself.) 
Well, what whisper folks of Doria and the present 
Govemment ? 

MOOR. 

Whisper indeed I They startle at the sound. The very 
name of Doria shakes *em like an ag^e* Gianettino is aho- 
lninated. Every body murmurs and is dissatisfied. They 
say the French were formerly the Rats of Genoa. Our 
Dorias, the Cats that have destroyed them; hut theyVe 
acquired such jrelish for the vermin, that now theyVe taken 
a &ncy to the Mice. 

FIESKO. 

Aht and are these Cats without a match in Genoa? 
Can't they find oilt a single Dog to worry them ? 
HOOR {carekssfy.) 

Why I remember they did whisper something about a 

certain ^ a certain— damn it ;— IVe quite forgot the 

name* 
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FIE8K0 (rising.) 
You fool t the name*» as easy to remmnbeTf as it is bard 
to eomUrfsU* Has Genoa more than one ? 

MOOR. 

No more than — Two Fieskos I 

FiBSKO (jriUing dawn again,) 
That's something. And pray what think they of my 
present jovial life ? 

MOOR. 

I'll tell youy Count. Genoa must needs think highly of 
yoU) for the people cannot hear your present inactiyity and 
dissipation. What say they I << A cavalier of the first no- 
bility — a man of the highest talents and pretensions— full 
of youth, fire» influence, and ambitioiw-descended from a 
race of glorious ancestors — ^master of near four mfllion 
sterling — ^possessor of the people's hearts, who only wait 
his wink to fly and join him ..... 

FIESKO. 

( Turning away from him with contempt.) 
To hear all this from such a rascal I 

MOOR. 

<< Shall such a man, say they, slumber in silence o'er his 
country's sufferings, and let his Genoa sink without a 
struggle ? Some lament, others pity, most condemn you. 



Digitized by 



Google 



84 FIESKO. AcTiL 

and all deplore the fortune of the State, that has thus lost 
you.'' (Slify,) There was one fellow, however, among the 
rest, who shrewdly surmised something ahout a fox in 
sheep's cloathing. 

l^ESKO. 

One fox finds out another. But what says the world to 
my romance with the Lady Julia ? 

MOOR. 

What I shall take good oare to keep to myself. 

FIESRO. 

Come, come, out with it, the holder the more welcome, 
what is it they whisper ? 

MOOtU 

They whisper — nothing I but at all the coffee houses, all 
the billiard tables, all the market places, nay, even at the 
exchange itself, they cry aloud*— 

FIESKO. 

What ! I command you I 

MOOR (drawing back a yard or two.) 
That you re — a Fool I 

FIESKO. 

Very good, here's a Sequin for this piece of intelligence. 
As I have thought proper to play the fool, it's necessary I 
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should submit to being told so. And how did the mann&c- 
turers behave on the receipt of my presents ? 
MOOR {dr^y.) 
Why Fool I they look'd like so many Malefactors .... 

FIESKO. 

Fool 1 Are you mad, Sirrah ? 

MOOR* 

Ask pardon — ^had no objection to a few more sequins. 

FIESKO (laughsf gives him another*.) 
Well like so many male&ctors 

MOOR. 

Who have just mounted the scaffold, when they hear their 
reprieve — ^they are yours body and soul I 

FIESKO. 

I rejoice at it, they lead the Mob in Genoa. 

MOOR. 

. Oh 'twas such a spectacle ! I could have almost given the 
Devil the slip, and fallen in love with generosity, or any 
other virtue. Why Sir ! they hung like madmen round my 
neck ; the girls too seemed delighted with my colour, as if 
this sour complexion of my Other's had just come into 
Cushion ; they clasp'd me in their arms, and kiss*d my moor- 
ish muzzle vrith such raptures, that I could hardly break from 
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their embraces. Ah I thought I, almighty is the power of 
gold, it turns the negro-^white. 

FIBdKO. 

The thought was better, than the soil that nourished it. 
The words you bring are good^-think you that deeds will 
follow ? 

MOOR* 

As surely as the blast, the rising storm. The people are 
already laying their heads together, collecting in groups and 
exhibiting erery symptom of uneasinefts and anxiety. Dis- 
content and ill humour hang in clouds over Genoa. When 
they burst, eren Princes may tremble. 

FIESKO. 

Hush I What distant noise is that, that sounds so indis- 
tinctly ? 

. MOOR (pmning to the window,) 
'Tis the cries of a crowd, hastening from the Senate-house. 

F1E8K0. 

I'd quite forgot. To-day we choose our Procurator. My 
carriage there immediately. Tis impossible the election can 
be oirer. Ill begone directly. Impossible at least it can be 
regularly over. Giye me my sword and cloak. Where is 
my order ? 
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MOOR. 

Sir I I have stolen and pawn'd it. 

FIESKO. 

I'm glad to hear it. 

MOOR. 

How BOf Sir ? maj I expect another sequin ? 

FIESKO. 

What ! because you did not take the sword too ? 

MOOR. 

No) because I told you of the thief ! 

FIESKO. 

But harky the noise approaches. Listen, thai is not surely 
a tumult of applause* Quick-»-throw open the palace gates. 
I suspect Doria has gone too &r. The State is trembling 
on a needle's point. I wager there's been some dispute at 
the Signoria. 

MOOR (looking otUof the window.) 

What have we here ? Heavens what a crowd is rushing 
to the Market place. Swords are drawn. Halberts glitter. 
The Senators and People mixed together. I think they're 
coming this way. 

FIESKO. 

'Tis an Insurrection I Hasten to the midst of them. 
Mention my name. See that yon bring them hither. (Moor 
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runs oui.) Is it not astonishing ? What reason and reflec- 
tion strive in vain for ^ears to execute^ the breath of 
chance produces in an instant. 



SCENE IV. 



FiESKO — Zenturione^ Zibo, and Asserato, (rmhing 
fimously into the Room.) 

^ ZIBO. 

You must excuse us Count, for entering with so little 
ceremony ; our anger is our best apology. 

ZENTURIONE. 

Disgraced, eternally disgrac'd, in presence of the whole 
Signoria I The nephew of the Duke too I 

ZIBO. 

This Doria has trampled on the rights of Genoa's gentry ! 
The records' of nobility are soil'd — and all of us, degraded 
and dishonour'd I 

ZENTURtON£. 

Tis therefore we are come ! in me the whole nobility's 
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insulted, the whole nobility must share wiy vengeance; were 
it a private cause, my honor scarce would ask for their 
assistance. 

ZIBO. 

Yes, yes, the whole nobility's insulted, the whole nobi- 
lity must share his vengeance. 

ASSERATO. 

The nation s rights are trodden under foot, the freedom 
of our country is no more ! 

FIESKO. 

You have indeed, my friends, excited all 
My attention. 

ZIBO. 

He stood the nine and twentieth in the list of Electors, 
and had already drawn the golden ball. Eight and twenty 
voices were already given ; fourteen in my &vor, fourteen 
in favor of LomeUin. Doria*s and his vote alone re- 
mained. 

ZENTURIONE (hostUy interrupting him.) 

Alone remained ! I give my vote for Zibo ; Doria, (think 
of the wound my honor has sustained.) Doria . • • 
ASSERATO (breaking in upon him.) 

By Heavens I the like was never known before, since 
waves surrounded Genoa. 
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ZENTURIONB (vioknthf.) 
Doria drew a sword, which he had concealed beneath the 
purple, transfixed my vote with it, and cried aloud . • . 
ziBO (interrupting him.) 
** Senators, this vote is null and void I you see my sword 
has pierced it ! Lomellin is Procurator I" 

ZENTURIONE. 

^ Lomellin is Procurator.'* And threw his sword upon 
the table. 

ASSERATO. 

And cryM aloud. '< Its null and void I" And threw his 
sword upon the table ! 

FIESKO (after a paus$^ of some moments.) 
Well my friends I to what are you determined ? 

ZENTURIONE. 

The republic has received a mortal stab. To what are we 
determined ? 

FIESKO. 

Zenturione I Rushes may tremble 

At the zephyr's breath, but oaks require the storm I 

I ask again to what are you determined ? 

ZIBO, 

Methinks you should have ask'd, to what is Genoa deter- 
mined ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



SCEMX IV; FIESKO. 91 

PUBSKO. 
Genoa I away with Genoa ! a las 1 
'Tis frail and rotten, it monlders at the touch. 
You count, yon eaj, on the nobility 
Because they make wry &ce8, and shrug up 
Their shouldttrs, whene'er you talk of government 
Affairs. Begone Ivitti them I their patriotism 
Is embal'd in merchandize, their spirits 
Fluttering round their Indian fleet. 

ZENTI7RI0NE. 

You should have known them better. Scarcely had Doria 
dared to do the deed, when near a hundred flew to gain the 
market place ; the Signoria broke up inmiediately. 

FIESKO (sarcastkalfy.} 
Yes, Hke a flock of dores, 
Who wing their various flight a thousand ways, 
When the keen hawk darts down from Heav*n among them. 

ZENTURIOKB. 

No, no, like powder barrels when the match explodes 
them. 

ZIBO. 

The people too are raised to madness ; think for a moment 
what the wild boar dares when he is roused to fury ? 
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TIBSKO (kutigJis.) 
Why at first indeed, h^ dares do any thing. 
The clnmsy Monster roges round and round. 
Grinds his keen tttsks and thretUens to devour you. 
But, when he thinks his triun^ is complete. 
And hopes to glut his vengeance, he stumbles 
O'er a thread and fells, as you do. Qtlnlime 
Is past my countrymen I the Rulers of the seas 
Are now no more I Genoa has sunk 
Beneath the weight of greatness. Hergrandeur was her ruin* 
3he is arrived at that sad period 
You must have read of, when Rome, the mighty 
Empress of the world, became a plaything 
To the boy Octavius ! Genoa cannot be free I 
Genoa requires a Sovereign, wants a Monar^di ; 
Go then, my friends, and bend to . • . Ginaettino. 
ZKtTTUBiONS (ewn^ed.) 
Bid fire unite with water, earth with heav'n ; bid the two 
poles dart forward from their spheres, andru^ to dasp each 
other I Let us bc^gone, my friends ! 

FUWKO. 

Stay, stay, a moment longer^r— Zibo I what is it 
You are thinkuQg of ? 
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XIBO. ^ 

Oh nothing, nothing I or if any thing, a joke, sbdl shake 
the uniyerse ! 

FIESKO. 

(Leads him and the rest of them to a marhk Hatue m 

one comer of the room.) 
Observe this figure I 

ZENTURIONE. 

It is the Venus of Fl<Mrence. What connexion has it with 
the present business ? 

FIESKO. 

But you admire it, don't you ? 

ZIBO. 

Beyond a doubt, we were but bad Italians else. What 
makes you ask the question ? 

FIESKO. 

You would do well to Irarel through the world. 
And see if it were possible to find 
Throughout the works of animated nature, 
A single woman, who unites the various beatities 
Of this &ncied model, in her own form alone. 

ZIBO. 

And after finding, keep her for our pains I Is't that 
you're going to say ? 
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FIBSKO. 

No, fnendy 

And after finding her convince the world — 
ZENTURIONE {impoHefUfy.) 
Of what. 

FIESKO. 

Of this, 

That Nature and not Art's the mother of perfection. 

ZENTURIONE (pomonoiefy.) 
Well, and what then! 

FIESKO. 

What then ? {La/ughing heartik^.) 
Whj then, my friend, you'U have forgot to notice 
^The melancholy fiiU of Genoa's freedom. 

(JErtV.) 

ITie Curtain fdUs. 
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SCENE V. 

FIESKO — Alone* 
( Tumult about the Palace ino^easei.) 

FIESKO. 

Brayo, Bravo I 

The straw of the Republic is in flames, 
The fire will shortly reach both towers and palaces, 
Fresh blow the breeze and make the blazes general I 
Enter moor (hastikf.) 



SCENE VI. 



MOOR. 

Crowds upon crowds I 

FIESKO. 

Throw open wide the portals I let every body in 
That chooses I 

(Exit MOOR.) 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 FIESKO. Act II. 

FIESKO. 

Republicans ! Republicans I 
You first of all, prepare the yoke for Freedom, 
And then complain that *' Liberty's in chains !*' 
The fools I think they Fiesko desigflte to execute 
The plans, Fiesko did not form ? 
No, no I Lavagna must be all or nothing. 
The insurrection may be theirs indeed. 
But then, the grand conspiracy be mine I 
Ah I they're rushing through the galleries. 
MOOR (without) 

Hillo, hillo there ; by Heavens youll bring the house in 
at the windows I 

( 7^ people break down the door and burst Jvriausly 
into the room.) 



SCENE VII. 



Fiesko — Twelve Commoners. 

THE WHOLE. 

Vengeance on DcNia I Vengeance on Doria I 
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FIESKO. 

Softly, softly I my good countrymen I That you wait on 
me with so little ceremony is a proof of your sincerity ; but 
for God's sake hare mercy on my ears I 

ALL SPEAKING TOGETHER. 

Down with the Dorias 1 down with the Dorias, Unde 
and Nephew. 

SEVERAL. 

The Dorias must give way, the Dorias must give way I 
the Government must have another form I 

1st COMMONER. 

To throw our Magistrates down stairs ! down stairs our 
Magistrates I think of that I 

2d commoner. 

Think of that Lavagna I down stairs I tell you I because 
they would not vote for him. 

ALL. 

It is not to be borne 1 we won't submit to it. 

3d commoner. 
To take a Sword into the Senate House I a Sword — the 
signal of War, in the aputment of Peace I 
2d commoner. 
To go to the Signoria in scarlet I not black, like the rest 
of the Senators. 
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1st C010ION£R. 

To drhre with eight horses thro' the Citadel ! 

A tyrant ! a tyrant ! to his Country and its Goyemment! 
3d commoner. 

To hire two hundred Germans a» a body guard firom the 
the Emperor I Germans against Italians ! Soldiers against 
the Laws I 

ALL. 

High Treason, Despotism, Tyranny, Genoa's downM ! 

IST COMMONCIU 

To carry the Arms of the Republic on his Carriage ! 

2d commoner. 
The Statue of Andreas in the middle of the Signoria I 



In pieces with Andreas. In thousand pieces, the Living 
and the Dead I 

FIESKO. 

But what in the name of God have / to do with all this 
my Countrymen ? 

1st commoner. 

You must not allow of it, you must bring him to his 
senses I 
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20 COBCMONER. 

YouVe r^dfion'd a wise man and must not bear it, you 
must direct us what to do. 

IST COMMONER, 

You*re a better nobleman than ever he was, you must not 
permit him to go on in this way. 

FXESKO. 

I am highly gratified by your good opinion, show me bnt 
how I may prove myself deserving of it. 
ALL (boisterously^.) 

Down with the Dorias I Down with the Dorias I Strike 
and Revenge I 

FIESKO. 

But listen to me for a moment. 

SEVERAL. 

Ay, ay, listen to him, listen to him, say on Lavagna I 
FIESKO (seating himself^ 

My Countrymen I once upon a time the Commonwealth 
of Brutes broke out in civil discord. Faction opposed itself 
to faction, and a Butcher's Dog got possession of the 
Throne. Accustomed only to the offals of a slaughter 
hous3, the disposition of the animal soon betrayed itself; his 
cruelty and rapacity were unequalled, and he tore, mangled 
and devoured the persons of his subjects. The Nation 
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murmured, the boldest assembled together^ and the Tyrant 
was worried and slain ! A Diet of the Empire was now 
called, to decide upon the important question of '< what 
form of Government #as best ?" The house divided into 
parties, and the opinions on the occasion tref e^'-^threefold ! 
For which side, my Countrymen, would you have declared ? 

1st COMBtONER. 

For the People ! for the People I 

FIfiSKO. 

The People carried it — ^the Gorernment became now a 
democracy--every Citizen gave his vot^, and the Majority 
always decided. Few weeks however had ^psed> when 
Man declared war against tbe new made Republic. An 
assembly was immediately called — Horse, Lion> Tyger^ Ele* 
phant, Bear, and Rhinoceros> roared loudly to arms; but 
when the test were consulted, Lamb, Hare, Stag, Antelope> 
the whole tribe of Insects, Birds and Fishes, whimpered 
sadly for peace. Do you see my Countrymen ? The timid 
were more numerous thtm the courageous — foUy prevailed 
over wisdom — ^the majority, as I told you, decided — ^the 
Brute-creatton laid down their arms, and Man took posses- 
sion of their territory. This system was therefore discarded. 
Whftt next, Genoese, Would have pleased you? 
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1st and 2ni> commoner. 

A General Gorernmeiit I a General Goyernment ! 
nisKo. 

This opinion prevaird— the State ajflTairs were regulated 
hy yarious ofEcers, and diyided into different departments : 
Wolyes directed the FinanceaH- Foxes were their Secretaries. 
Doyes had charge of the Criminal Jurisdiction— Tygers de- 
cided Law^nits, and Goats adjusted Marriages and deter- 
mined Diyorces-^the Hare commanded the Army*— Lion 
and Elephant remained with the Baggage— the Ass was 
Ambassador of State— and the Mole> High-treasurer of the 
Empire. What think you of this disposition^ my Country- 
men ? Whoeyer escaped the jaws of the Wolf, fell a yictim 
to the subtlety of the Fox; and where this &iled, the obsti- 
nacy of the Ass was more successfully exerted. Innocence 
was oppressed by the Tyger, and Murder and Robbery for- 
giyen by the Doye^ And yet when the different Ministers 
retired or laid down their Offices, the Mole moyed, that each 
should be pemioned I The natibn rebelled at such treatment I 
Let us choose a Monarch, cried they unanimously, one who 
has Wisdom to guide, Courage to defend, and Magnanimity 
to respect us. And Tliey chose a Monarch, my Countrymen ; 
but, (rinng wUh dignity from hw seat,) Remember t ** That 
He was the Lion !" 
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ALL. 

(^Clapping their handi and throwing «p iheir caps*) 
Bravo I Bravo ! Yoa've managed that finely I And Genoa 
shall do the same— and Genoa has fixed upon her Man 
already. 

FIESKO. 

I do not wish to know him I Go home and think of the 
"Lionr 

(EopeuHt Cammanerg tumuUuausfy.) 



SCENE VIII. 
FiESKO alone, 

FIESKO. 

All is as I could wish. The People and the Senate against 
Dorial The People and the Senate ^r Fieskol Here 
Hassan ! Hassan I I must seize this happy moment — ^I must 
hoth raise their Hatred and increase their Love. HiUo there 
Hassan I Come forth thou Lump of Darkness t Hassan t 
Hassan! 

Enter Moor {wildly.) 
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By Heavens my soles aire burning* Wbat comes next ? 

FIESKO, 

What / command. 

MOOR (^obsequiofislff.) 
Say but the word — I'm ready. . Where first am I to run to ? 

FIESKO. 

I'll excuse your Running this time— -I am going to arrest 
you. Prepare yourself — ^I tAaU publish to the world your 
attempt upon my life, and deliver you over bound to the 
Inquisition. 

MOOR {drawing hack half a dozen pitces.) 

Sir I that's against the Agreement I 

FIESKO. 

, Be not alarmed, It's a mere joke I assure you. It is abso- 
lutely necessary at this moment that Gianettino's attempt 
upon my life should be made public. You'll be indicted for 
murder I 

MOOR. 

Am I to deny or con&ss ? 

FIESKO. 

Deny — ^they'll put you to the torture. The first degree 
you must submit to — I owe you this by way of retaliation. 
The second — you'll confess. 
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MOOR {shaking hu head thoughtftdfy.) 
r&ith, Sir, I don't half like it The Genflemen might 
take a hncy to the joke, as you're pleased to call it, and I 
may be broke upon the wheel merely for the fun of the 
operation. 

FIE8&0. 

Be not afraid. I pledge my honor for your safety. I shall 
request the power of naming your punishment, and pardon 
you in front of the whole nation. 

MOOR. 

Well, I submit mysel£ If they do stretch my joints a 
little, it will only render them more supple. 

FIfiSKO. 

Here then ; raze my arm quickly with your dagger, till 
the blood flows. I shall pretend to have seized you in the 
fact There-^that will do I {with a drmdful voke) Murder t 
Murder I Stop up the passages t Let down the portals I 
Murder I Murder I 

{He drags the Moor out of the Room by the throat, 
A crowd of SertfOMts fiy across the Stage.) 
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SCENE IX. 
Enter hastily Leonora^Rosa, 

LBONORA. 

Sure 'twas the cry of murder I that I heard I 

Murder I great HeaVn I the noise too from this quarter I 

ROSA. 

Only an accidental tumult, depend upon it, 
Nothing more common, you know, in Genoa.* 

LEONORA. * 

The cry Tm sure, was murder I and the people's voice 
Sent back the word " Fiedco I" Why would you 
Conceal it from me ? 'tis easier Rosa, 
To elude the eyes, than to deceive the heart I 
Quick, quick, I beg you ! follow after them I 
And tell me where they've carried him. 

ROSA. 

Collect yourself Signora I Bella is there 
And will return immediately. 
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LEONORA. 

Yes, Bella will receive his dying breath ! 
His breaking eyes will gaze their last upon her ; 
Oh happy Bella I 'Tis I, 'tis I have murdered him, 
Could but Fiesko have returned my love, 
He would not thus have brav'd the snares of &ction. 
Or fall'n a victim to the fangs of malice I 
Enter bella. 

BELLA. 

The Count Signora is alive and safe, 

I saw him this moment gallop through the Citadel I 

Never was he looking half so well I 

His fiery Courser bounded underneath him, 

And with indignant hoof, repell'd the crowd. 

That thronged like boisterous waves, around his person. 

He marked me as he passed, smil*d graciously. 

And looking towards this quarter, wav'd his hand. 

And blew three kisses hither ! 

What am I to do with them Signora ? 

LEOXORA (in eeskty,) 
Thou prattling girl I go take them back to him. 



There now I declare you re as red as scarlet. 
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LEOKO&A. 

Alas ! he throws away his heart on others. 
While his poor wife must languish for a smile I 
Oh women ! women I 

(^Exeunt,) 



SCENE X. 

The Duke'% Palace. 

Enter Gxanettino and Lomeli/IN (hastily.) 

GIANETTINO. 

Let them hellow for their freedom, like the Lion 
For its young. I am determined I 

I.OMBLLIN. 

But Sir I 

GIANETTINO. 

Go to the devil with your <* hut," you scarce 
Made Procurator I I will not budge a hair, 
Tho' Genoa's Tow'rs should shake tiieir heads at me, 
And the rude sea, in boisterous roarings, chide me I 
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LOMELLIN. 

The people are only the fuel, *tis the nobility 
Kindles the blaze ; the whole Republic 
Is in a ferment, Commoners and Peers I 

OIANETTINO. 

If SO I'll stand like Nero, on an eminence, 
And laugh, when I behold the conflagration I 

LOMELI4IN. 
I fear you'll laugh too late I When once the Vessel 
Of the State's in danger, a Stranger often 
Seizes on the helm, and pilots her to safety. 

OIANETTINO. 

Pooh, pooh ! I know but one that dares be troublesome, 
And hcy thank God's provided for I 

LOMELLIN. 

His Excellency I 

The Duke enters. 

{Both how respectjvUy,) 

duke. 

Signor Lomellin I 
My niece is going to drive out this morning. 

LOMELLIN. 

I'll do myself the honor to attend her. 

{Exit.) 
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SCENE XI. 
Andreas — Gianettino. 

ANDREAS. 

Nephew, I an^ much displeased with yon I 

GIANETTINO. 

Grant me hut your ear, one moment, Nohle Uncle. 

ANDREAS. 

It's open to the meanest wretch in Genoa 
That deserves it ; deaf — ^to a scoundrel, though 

He were my nephew I rejoice that still I act 

The Uncle towards you, you have deserv'd 
The thunder of the Dukedom. 

GIANETTINO. 

But one word, my Lord I 

ANDREAS. 

Hear first what thou Kast done, and then, (if it 
Be possihle) reply to it. Thou hast o*ei1;urn'd 
A costly edifice, rear'd hy the anxious pains 
Of half a century, thy Uncle's Mausole*um, 
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The noblest basis of his pride and glory, 
The lore and the affection of his People I 

OIANETTINO. 

My Lord and Uncle I 

ANDREAS. 

Interrupt me not I 
Thou hast destroy'd the happiest form of Goyernment, 
That eyer yet was planned. The gift of Heayen to Genoa ! 
£am*d by my labour, purchas'd by my blood ! 
Thou hast attacked my princely dignity 
In front of the whole nation, by daring 
To transgress the laws I made, (for who will yalue 
If my nephew slights them?) 

OIANETTINO {offended.) 
My Lord, have you not 
Brought me up, as heir to Genoa's Dukedom ? 

ANDREAS. 

Be silent, thouVt a Traitor to thy Country, 
And hast plung'd a dagger in her heart I 
Mark me, unthinking Boy I my Arm is Power 
And my Word — Subjection. Because the Shepherd, 
Weary with his toils, repos'd a moment 
In the eyening shade, thought you the flock 
Forgotten? Because Andreas* hairs are grey 
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With age, dar'dst thou unhallowed Youth, to trample 
On his edicts? 

OIANBTTINO. 

My Lord I I cannot bear this I 

ANDREAS. 

Be silent ! I command you ! The Ocean listens. 

When Andreas speaks, and the rude Waves are mute; 

Thou hast insulted the Majesty of Justice, 

Even in her very Temple. Know'st thou 

The punishment of such a crime, rebellious Traitor ? 

Now — answer I 

(gianettino fixes his eyes speechless on the ground.) 
(JPause of some moments.) 

ANDREAS. 

Unfortunate Andreas I Even in thy bosom 
Hast thou foster'd the Serpent of thy peace. 
I built the Genoese a glorious fabric. 
And fondly hop'd, it would have laugh'd at Time 
And triumphed o'er his power, and my own Nephew 
Is the first, to raze it to the ground I 
Away rash youth I * " Go to your chamber, 
Fall upon your knees, and pray to Heaven 
To intermit the curse, that need's must light 
On such Ingratitude I" Go, thank these silver hairs 
* Shakspeare. 
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Which you have brought with sorrow to the grave, 
Thank my weak heart, which ought but cannot hate you, 

That such misconduct, leads not to thejpaffold ! 

(^He rushes hastily out.) 
{Enter Lomellin alarmed and out of breath, Gianettino, 
his eyes still fixed upon the Duke in speechless constet*- 
nation,) 

LOMELLIN. 

What's this that I have witnessed, what have I heard ? 
For God's sake fly directly, all is lost. 

GIANETTINO (sullenly,) 
What were there yet to lose ? ^K^ 

LOMELLIN. 

Genoa, my Lord ! I come this moment from the market- 
place. The people there were crowding round a Moor, whom 
the police was dragging to the torture, Fiesko and above 
three hundred noblemen attended him ; the Moor was seized 
in an attempt upon Lavagna's life. 

GIANETTINO (stamping wildly with his foot.) 

What, are all the devils in hell let loose together ? 

LOMELLIN. 

They inquired immediately who had hired him — ^the Moor 

' refused to answer — they put him to the torture — he was 

still silent — they repeated it a second time — he confessed — 
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Oh my Lord, what could induce you to commit your honor 
to the mercy of a scoundrel ? 

OIA.NETTINO (wiWy,) 

Ask me no questions. 

LOMBLLIN. 

Hear me farther ; no sooner was the name of Doria men- 
tioned, (rd rather have heen douhly damn'd than heard it,) 
than Fiesko presented himself to the People, You know him 
well my Lord ! the Man, who when he sues, commands ; who 
fathoms with his eye the People's hearts, and knows alike to 
gain and to employ them. The whole assembly throng'd 
in speechless groups around him, expecting he would speak. 
He said but little — but lifting high in air his bleeding arm, 
he waved it slowly to the gazing populace ; the crowd now 
rushed like waves about his person, and each contended for 
the falling drops, as is if they'd been the relicts of a Martyr! 
The Moor was then giv'n over to his mercy, and Fiesko (a 
moii;al blow my Lord !) Fiesko pardon d him. The silent 
multitude at length broke out in dreadful murmurs, and 
while each heart in secret, curs'd a Doria, the shouting 
millions cry'd aloud ** Fiesko,'* " long live Fiesko," and 
chair'd him to his palace. 

GIANETTINO. 

Let the rude uproar swell till it is tir'd. Think of the 
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Emperor Charles ! That single word shall hush the whole 
sedition, and make them mute and silent as the grave. 

LOMBLLIN. 

You forget how far Bohemia is from Italy. If Charles 
makes haste, he jet may see your funeral t 

oiAKETTiNo (toJcing out a letter with a large seal to it.) 
It's lucky then, IVe got him here already I Why stare you 
Lomellin ? Think you I'm fool enough to rouse their rage, 
before IVe bought their chains ? 

LOAfELLiN (astonished.) 
I know not what I think. 

OIANETTINO. 

And / think what You know not. It is determined ! 
Twelve Senators must fall the day after to-morrow. Doria 
will then be King, and Emperor Charles support him. You 
look confounded ! 

LOMELLIN. 

Twelve Senators I My Heart can scarce embrace so black 
a deed — 'tis twelvefold murder I 

OLA.NETTIMO. 

You fool I 'tis noihingf when a throne's the prize ! Do 
you see, I touched upon the subject with the Emperor's 
Ministers. I told them France had still a powerful party 
here, and that the only way to prevent their getting the 
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ascendancy a second time, was to exterminate the faction 
by the roots. This piqued the Old one> he agreed to my ]^ro- 
posalsy and you'll be good enough to listen and obey them. 

LOMELUN. 

I really know not ..:.... 

GIAKBTTINO. 

You'll write what I shall dictate. 

LOMELLIN. 

Indeed I I'm ignorant. 

GiANETTiNO {fiercely.) 
Sit down and write, I say. 

LOMELLIN. 

But what am I to write ? (Seating himself.) 

GIANETTINO. 

The names of the twelve Candidates. — ^Francis Zenturione I 

LOii^ELiiiN (writes.) 
That's by way of thanking him, I suppose for the vote he 
gave you I He leads the procession. 

GIANETTINO. 

Cornelius Calva 1 

LOMELLIN. 

Calya! 

GIANETTINO. 

Michael Zibo ! 
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LOMBLLIN. 

A cooling draught after his late disappointment. He 
won't trouhle us at the next election I 

OIANETTINO. 

Thomas Asserato, and his three brothers. 
LOMELLIN (hesitates a moment,} 
oiANETTiNO (with emphosis.} 
And his three brothers I 

LOMELLIN (writes.) 
Proceed I 

y OIANETTINO. 

Fiesko \BS Lavagna I 

LOMELLIN. 

Take care, take care ! you'll break your neck oyer that 
black stone yet ! 

OIANETTINO. 

Scipio Bourgonino I 

LOMELLIN. 

That's postponing his marriage with a vengeance. 

OIANETTINO. 

Raphael Sacco I 

LOMELLIN. 

I think you might respite him till he pays me my five 
thousand Scudi. But death makes us all quitts. 
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GIAKETTINO. 

Vincent Kalkagnp I 

LOMELLIK. 

Kalkagno I The twelfth I'll take upon myself to name 
or else, our greatest enemy is forgotten I 

GIANETTINO. 

End well — all— well I Joseph Verrina I 

LOMELLIN. 

Ah I that's the Serpent's head I (Rises, shakes sand over 
the paper and presents it to the Prince.) Death gives a 
feast the day after to-morrow, and has invited twelve of our 
first nohility to the party. 

GIANETTINO. 

That's settled I In two days more is the Doge election. 
When the Signoria is assembled, I shall make a signal with 
my handkerchief, on which these twelve will falL My 
Germans then will storm the Senate House — and Gianettino 
reign supreme in Genoa I 

LOMELLIN. 

And Andreas I 

GIANETTINO (in a tone of contempt.) 

Andreas — ^is a weak, old man I (Rings, enter a Servant.) 
If the Duke should want me, say, I'm at mass. The Devil 
is never half so well conceal'd, as when religion hides him ! 
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LOMELLIN. 

But the paper. Prince. 

OIANETTINO. 

You'll take that with you, and circulate it throughout our 
party. This Letter (giving him one) must be sent to Levanto 
immediately, it informs Spinola of every thing, and directs 
his presence in the Citadel at eight to*morrow morning. 

LOMELLIN. 

But we have forgotten one thing, Fiesko never now at- 
tends the Senate. 

OIANETTINO. 

That's well remembered, but I'll provide for him. The 
next attempt will perhaps be more successful. 

(Ea;it by a side Apartment — ^Lomelun goes out (U the 
opposite door.) 



SCENE XII. 

Saloon at Fiesko's. 
Fiesko (with Papers in his Aanrf)— 77ie Moor. 

FIESKO. 

So four galleys are arrived I 
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MOOR. 

Safe at anchor in the Darsenna ! 

FI£SKO. 

That's fortunate. Whence these expresses ? 

MOOR. 

From Rome> Placenza, and France. 

FIESKO (breaking the seab.) 
Welcome> welcome in Genoa I (in high spirits.) Treat 
the Couriers magnificently I 

MOOR. 

Hum! ...... (going.) 

FIESKO. 

Stop, stop, I've business here in abundance for you I 

MOOR. 

What is it you require, Sir ? the Fox's cunning, or the 
Scorpion s sting ? 

FIESKO. 

No— this time— the Decoy Duck's sagacity. To-morrow 
morning two thousand men will enter Genoa under different 
disguises to assist my present undertaking. You'U distribute 
your Creatures at the different gates^ with directions to keep 
a sharp eye upon every passenger. Some will come as a 
Troop of Pilgrims, who are going to Loretto ; others as a 
Body of Friars ; and many as Flayers and Musicians ; the 
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most however as disbanded Soldiers, who ^are anxious to 
obtain employment in our service. Every Stranger is to be 
asked where he puts up ? If he answers '^ at the Golden 
Serpent" you'll treat him as a Friend and show my Quarters. 
But remember, Sirrah ! I depend upon your prudence . . . 

MOOR. 

You may — as on my villainy. If but a single one of them 
escape me, I'll give you leave to use my Eyes as small shot, 
and shoot at Sparrows with them. 

(Going.) 

FIESKO* 

Stop, here's something else. The arrival of these Gallies 
will give rise to various conjectures ; you'll therefore note 
what's said of them. If any body questions you about them, 
say, you heard that I was going to cruize against the Turks. 
Do you understand me ? 

MOOR^ 

Perfectly. We*ll lay the Beards of the Unbelievers at the 
top, and let them find out themselves what's at the bottom. 
They w'ont be long in suspense. 

(Going.) 

FIESKO. 

One thing more. Gianettino has fresh cause to hate, and 
consequently to lay snares for me. Do ^ou look out among 
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your comrades, and see if you can gain any intelligence of 
his designs. He is fond of visiting Houses of ill-fame — 
Follow him there I desire you ! Hang around the Daugh* 

ters of Pleasure — ^the Secrets of the Cabinet are often con- 
cealed in the folds of a petticoat. Promise them golden 
Customers. Promise them even your Master ; there is no- 
thing so great or so honorable, as not to be ventured for 
public advantage. 

MOOR. 

Zounds ! now I think of it, I have free access to a certain 
Lady of this description. I have been employed by her 
this twelvemonth. Her name is Diana Bononi, and if I'm 
not much mistaken, I saw the new Procurator Lomellin, 
coming from her the evening before last. 

FIESKO. 

That's fortunate indeed ! This Lomellin is the right hand 
of Doria — ^the key to all his follies and his secrets. Go there 
early to-morrow— perhaps he may be acting as the Endymion 
of this chaste goddess to-night. 

MOOR. 

But one word more, Sir I Supj»ose the Genoese should 
ask me, (and the devil take me if they do not,) << What 
thinks Fiesko of his Country's sufferings ?" Let me know 
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whether you still intend to wear the mask, or what's to he 
my answer. 

FIESKO. 

Your answer I ^Wait a moment, *ti8 time to think of 

thai — ^the Fruit is almost ripe, and we must shortly pluck it ! 

Your answer? Say " Genoa's Head is now upon the 

Block, and that your Master's name is Lewis John Fiesko I" 

MOOR. 

Aye that I will, I warrant you I I'll bring it out at every 
second word, and feed their minds with doubts and appre- 
hensions. But I mu^ be quick — my Feet have both their 
Hands full of employment. Suppose, to keep them in good 
humour, I satisfy my stomach's cravings first, and then about 
the business. — (He runs off and returns.) — Apropos, I'd al- 
most lost my memory by my chattering. You desired to 
know what passed between Kalkagno and your wife. I'll 
tell you. Sir. The Marquis declared love to her, but she 
rejected it with indignation ; and then they stormed and 
parted — ^that was all I 

(Ea;it.) 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene XIII. FIESKG. 123 



SCENE XIII. 

FlESKO (Soltis,) 

FIESKO. 

Tm sorry for Kalkagno ; but could he really think 
That I would trifle with Leonora's honor, 
Unless Her virtue and my own desert 
Had rendered it secure ? He*s much mistaken ! 

But welcome notwithstanding I 
Thou art a gallant Soldier, and I want thy arm 
To work the Fall of Doria I 

( Waging heroically backwards and forwards.) 
Now Doria, I defy thee I 
At length the mighty Enterprize is fix'd. 
All the Machines that give it Life, in motion, 
And every different Instrument attuned, 
To sound in dreadful Concert. 
I've only now to tear away the mask, 
And show Fiesko to the Friends of Genoa I 
But who comes here to interrupt me ? 
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SCENE XIV. 

Enter Verrina — Romano {carrying a Picture^) 
Sacco, Bourgonino, and Kalkaono. 

They all how to Fiesko — He haptens towards them with the 
most engaging affahiUiy. 

FIESKO. 

Welcome, mj worthy friends, most welcome ! 

But what important circumstance is this. 

That brings you in such crowds to visit me ? 

And you there too Verrina I 

I should e'er this \memgsktimt have forgotten you, 

Were you as seldom present to my Thoughts 

As you are to my Eyes. Surely I have not seen you 

Since the Masquerade. 

verrina. 
Mention it not Fiesko ! 
Since last we parted, Misfortune's hand 
Has rested heavy on me I But enough of this. 
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FIK8KO. 

Oh say not so Verrina I a friend's affection 
Will not thus be satisfied. You'll teU me more 
When we're alone I 

(To BOUROONINO.) 

Welcome my youthful Hero, 
Our acquaintance is but gi*een, but my regard 
Is meUow* I hope you've bettered your opinion of me* 

BOUROONINO. 

Indeed I'm thinking of it. 

FIESKO. 

I understand Verrina, 
This young man's to be your son-in«law» 
Accept my warmest approbation of your choice. 
I never spoke to him but once, and yet, ' 
I should be proud to call him mine. 

VERRINA.' 

Your judgment makes cae proud too, of my daughter. 

FIESKO (to the others,) 
Sacco, Kalkagnol 

You have indeed agreably surprised me, 
I scarcely ever see you in these rooms. 
Indeed I blush to think, how little I'm acquainted 

K 
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With Genoa's noblest Citieens. And here too 
I behold another gae8t> (a Stranger it is true,) 
Bnt yet a highly acceptable vieiteri 
When found in such a circle. 

ROMANO. 

A Painter in plain terms, his name Romano, 
Who steals a livelihood from Nature's works. 
And feeds upon her beauties. Whose pencil, Sir, 
Is all that he can boast of, and who comes here, 

(^Bowing low to Fie»ko.) 
To seek the manly outlines for a Brutus. 

FIESKO. 

Give me your hand R(Mnano> the Mistress of yam art 

Is a relation of our fiuiiily, and I myself 

Esteem her as a Brother. Art is the right hand 

Of Nature, the one created Creatures only. 

The other made them Men. But what is it you paint ? 

ROMANO. » 

Scenes from the nervous ages of antiquity. 
My dying Hercules is placed at Florence, 
My Cleopatra at Venice, and the raging Ajax 
At Rome, where the Heroes of former times, 
Rise again in the Vatican. 
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FIB8KO. 

But OB what subject 
Is your pencil immediately employed ? 

ROMANO. 

Alas Sir> it is thrown away I The Torch of Genius 
Frequently expires^ before the Lamp of Life. 
Fm satisfied beyond a certain point» 
There's no improyement. This is my last attempt 

FiBSKO (politefy.) 
It could not have been brought more seasonably^ 
My mind enjoys to day, a cheerfulness and calm. 
It has been long deprived of. I never felt myself 
So wdl disposed, to dedicate an hour 
To Nature's Beauties. Pray raise the Picture. 
I promise to myself a Feast of Pleasure. 
Assemble round my Friends, and let's devote ourselves 
Entirely to the Artist. 

VERRiNA (mnks to the rest.) 
Now mark him weU, my Countrymen I 
ROMANO (raieing Ae picture.) 
The light must fall on this side ; draw up that curtain, 
And let down the other. 
That's right (Stepping aside.) It is the story 
Of Virginia and Appius Claudius. 
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(A Umg and sclemn pceHte^ during which evefy one is 
engaged in contempkUing the Painting.) 

VERRINA. 

( With wUd en^tiusiasm.) 
Rage on I Rage on old Grejbeard I What ! dost thou tremUe 
Tyrant ? And You ye clods of Romans, stand around, 
Dismay'd and ghastly ! Follow him Romans, 
Follow him I mark how the poignard glitters ! 
Follow me Clods of Genoa I Follow me I 
Down with the Dorias I Down with them for ever ! 
(He strikes furiously at the Picture,) 
FIESKO (smiling to Romano.) 
What greater approbation could you wish for ? 
Your art, you see, has made a young Enthusiast 
Of the old Verrina. 

VERRINA (exhausted.) 
Where am I ? What have I been thinking of ? 
Gone like a dream of yesterday I You here Fiesko ? 
Fiesko I — ^yet the Tyrant lives. 

FIESKO. 

There it is you see, these flights of fancy 
Render you entirely blind to real beauty. 
Think you this Roman head so admirable ? 
Away with it I Behold the fair Virginia, 
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What sweet expression and what charming softness I 

Mark but the beauty of her fiiding lips, 

The last, expiring languor of her eye I 

Inimitable I Heavenly! Romano! 

And then, the snowy lustre of her breast, 

Sweird by her dying breath, like the round wave 

Beneath the evening breeze. Oh Romano I 

If you have many more such nymphs as these, 

I'll quickly bend before the shrine of Art, 

And bid adieu to Nature. 

BOUROONiNO (aside*) 
Verrina I 
Is this the favorable result you hoped for ? 

VERRINA (aside.) 
Take courage Bourgonino. Since God refuses us 
Fiesko's arm, He reckons on our own ! 

FI£SKO» 

Yes Romano, it is your last performance. 

Your genius is exhausted in perfection. 

Touch not a pencil more. But let me not forget 

The work itself, by dwelling on the Artist. 

I could stand here and gaze in silent rapture, 

£*en while an earthquake shook the trembling world. 

Remove the picture quickly. Were I to pay you, 
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What is justly dae to your Virginia's beauty, 
The sale of Genoa's self would scarcely 
Reach its value I Away with it I say. 

ROMANO. 

The Artist's noblest recompense, is — Honor I 
I beg you will accept it. 

{Going.) 

FIESKO. 

One moment more Romano I 
{He walks majesticaUy up and down the Sahon^ and senns 
to brood over some extraordinary resolution* Sometimes he 
glances his eye quickly over the Conspirators. Sometimes he 
contemplates them with sharp and earnest attention* At length 
seizing the Painter by the heady he steps up with him before 
the Picture, and proceeds in a strain of infinite dignity and 
grandeur.) 

Come here Romano I And art thou therefore proud, 
Because thou stampest Life on senseless Canvas, 
And can'st immortalize a noble Deed, 
By trifling with a Pencil ? You boast with Poet's Heat 
The Powers of Fancy. I grant ye, they are your's. 
But Where's the godlike Enterprise itself? 
The manly Action or the warm Reality ? 
Lost in the cold display of pictured Virtae ! 
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Thou oYertarQ*6l a Tyrwit ujmmi Ztnen, 
And art thyself a miserable Slave I 
Thou free'st Republics with a Pencil's stroke, 
And can'st not even loosen thy own Chains t 

(In a high and commanding tone*) 
Begone I thy Art's a bubble and thy Labor useless — 
The Semblance sink, asham'd before the Deed I 

( With grandeur i overturning the Tablet*) 
I have performed — ^What Thou hast only painted ! 
(Pause of astonishment^ during which Romano carries off 
the Picture in contusion.) 
FiESJ^o (breaking the pause.) 
And did you really think» the Lion slept 
Because he ro|u*'d not? 
Did you endeayour to persuade yourselves, 
That You alone could feel the Chains of Genoa, 
That You alone^ were bold enough to break them ? 
E'er e en the Rattling of them reach'd your Ears, 
Fiesko's Self had burst them I 
(He opens a Bu/reoAh tokes out a pa^sket of iMters and 
throws them on the Tahle.) 

Here Soldiers from Parma I 
Here Money from Franc^ I Here four Qalleys from the Pope I 
What' is there wantin g I'd be gh 4 to know, 



Digitized by 



Google 



132 FIESKO. Act IL 

To oyertum the Despot? What more do jou require, 
* Or can you think of? 

( The whole assembly remains lost in silent wonder^ Fiesko 
steps a^side with dignity^ and assuming a» air of conscious 
superiority.) 

Republicans! Republicans I 
I see you're much more fitted to detest 
Than to dethrone a Tyrant ! 

( The whoUi with the exception of VerrinA) throw themselves 
, speechless at Fiesko's feet.) 

VERRINA. 

I bend my Soul, 
But not my Knee, Fiesko. Thou art, I own, a great Man. 
But Rise my Countrymen. 

FIESKO. 

All Genoa blames the effeminate Fiesko, 

All Genoa vents its Censures on his Folly, 

And deprecates his shameless Gallantry-— 

But you, my Countrymen, will do me Justice. 

This Gallantry has deceived an artful Tyrant. 

This folly has concealed a dangerous Wisdom 

And blinded Curiosity itself-— The great Design 

Lay hid amid the folds of Luxury ; 

At length You know me-**and in You — ^my Country 1 
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M7 highest Wish is gratified I 

BOUROONINO, 

(^Throwing himself discontentedly into a chair.) 
And am I nothing more ? 

FIESKO. * 

But let US quickly haste from W(Nrds to Actions. 

All my dispositions are in readiness. 

I can hesiege the Town hy Land and Water. 

Rome> France> and Parma, will support me. 

The Nohility is ripe for a Revolt 

The People's Hearts are mine already. 

The Tyrants too are lull'd into security, 

And the Repuhlic only waits the word 

To orertum their Power. Nothing is wanting. 

But . . • Verrina 1 You are thoughtful 1 

BOURGONINO. 

Patience I 
I hare a word shall rouse him from his Rererie. 
Like the last Trump upon the day of Judgment. 
{He steps vp to Verrina and ccdls to him in a solemn voice.} 
<< Father — Awake I or Innocence — despairs I" 

VERRINA (starting.) 
Who spoke that word ? 
To th' work, to th* work, my Countrymen I 
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FIESKO. 

Reflect— and then perform. 

Already has the night o'ertaken us 

In this long dehate. Genoa's asleep I 

The Tyrant too^ exhawted with his crimes^ 

Sinks into short Repose. We must keep watph o'er both I 

BOUROONINO. 

But e'er we part, let's strengthen with a warm embrace. 
The patriot Ties that bind us to each other. 

( They join hands and form a circk.) 
BOUROONINO (continues.) 
Here fire of Genoa's noblest Hearts unite, 
Determined to redeem their sinking Country. 

( With graceful animation^) 
When the great Globe, shall crumble to its Base, 
And the last Judgment Day shall separate 
The Bands of Lore, of Nature, and of Friendship^ 
Then, shall this Patriot Orb, remain entire ! (they separate.) 

VERRINA. 

When shall we meet again. 

FIESKO. 

I'll collect your sentiments at twelre o'clock to>morrow. 

VERRINA. 

At twelre to-morrow then I Good night, Fiesko I 
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Come Bourgonino. I hare something of impartance 

To disclose to you I 

FIESKO (to the others.) 
Go ont at the back door, 
That Doria's spies may not observe you. 

(Exemi.) 



SCENE XV. 



FiESKO (solus.) 
( Walking pensively up and down the Room.) 

FIESKO. 

What tumult in my breast ! What secret flights of Thought I 

I tremble at the Dreams my Fancy weaves ; 

They are not dreams of Virtue ! 

These are the Phantoms of a frenzied Brain ! 

Fearful and slow, they steal across my mind, 

Like midnight Murderers, who suspect each other. 

The Ruffians startle at the whispering breeze, 

And shuddering, stand on tiptoe. 
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At lengthy in silent dread^ thef creep along, 
And fix their blushing Visages on earth, 

Lest Darkness self should view them 

Wait, wait, perturbed Visiters I Let's look you in the face ! 

An upright thought disdains to seek cgncealment. 

It strings with confidence the human heart. 

And bids Defiance to the voice of Conscience. 

Erect and unappallM, it mores along, 

And glories in the Sun's meridian Lustre ! 

Wait ! I command you ! ah I I know ye now. 

Ye wear the cunning livery of Satan I Begone I 

(A pause of some moments — Coming to himself.) 
To reign or not to reign, that is the question ! 
Sovereign Fiesko I Citizen Fiesko I 
Ah here's the g^f that severs vice from virtue, 
Hell from Heaven I the dark abyss. 
In which so many Patriots of antiquity. 
Have plunged to endless infamy and ruin. 
Twas here they totter'd — and 'twas here — they fell, 
And now the world assails their name with curses. 
This is the point, at which the Few have doubted, 
Check'd their progress, and now are class'd 
With Demigods and Heroes I 
But then — ^to think that Genoa's hearts are mine ! 
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Mine, the dread Pow*r that gives the Law to Italy. 

To think that I hestride the furious Lion, 

And turn him where I list I How cunning is the Tempter I 

With every sin he yokes some smiling Virtue. — 

Unfortunate Ambition I Primeval Madness I 

In thy embrace, the Seraphs lost a Heaven, 

While Death obtain'd a Throne. 

Angels thou lur'st with Songs of Immortality I 

And Men, with Gold, with Women, and with Crowns. 

(After apauae of some momenis— determined.) 
To gain a princely Diadem — ^is great— 
To lay it down — ^is Godlike I 

(Firm and decided.) 
Then fall the Tyrant I Genoa be free I And / 

(Sinking into softness.) 
Thy Friend, thy Saviour, and thy Citizen I # 

2^ Curtain faUs. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE L 



A iavage mldemea in the neighbaurhMd of Ckno€U 
TwM^MdnigU. 
Enter Vbrrika^— Bovrgonino. 

BOUROONINO {stops thort.) 

But whither do you lead me Father ? the melancholy 

Tone of yoice with which yon bade me follow yon. 

Still vibrates on my ear. 

Why heaves your breast so heavily ? 

Speak I conjnre you I I will go no further. 

VERRINA. 

This is the place ! 
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BOUROOKINO. 

O Father, if what you ha^e to say, 

Bear any likeness to this dreadfal solitude, 

My hairs will stand on end • • . . 

VERRINA. ^ 

Tut, tut I This gloom is cheerfdlness itself 

To the dark night that shadows my sad soul. 

Were I to suit the temper of my Mind, 

I'd lead you, where Corruption holds her banquet, 

And the dread King of Terrors, grimly fSeasts 

On mouldering remnants of Mortality I 

I'd lead you where the shrieks of damned souls. 

Amuse the hosts of Satan ; 

Where the big tears of sorrow firuitless roll 

Along the leaky sieves of endless time. 

I'd lead you, to the world's extreme6t bounds 

Where Nature withers and looks blank with horror ; 

Where even the Deity puts off his essence 

And Vice itself supplies the place of Virtue 

There, while the Thunders roar'd, and Lightenings 

Flash'd around me, I'd mm my burdened soul 



f^V, 



wild conyulsions,, and thy young teeth should 
Chatter at the tale I 
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BOUROONINOb 

What is it, I conjure jou I 

VERRINA. 

Young man, 1 fear thy blood is rosy red ! 

Thy heart is soft and easily aiSfected I 

Thy disposition tremblingly alive, 

To all the various sorrows of Humanity I 

Not so with me ! The warmth of sensibility expires. 

Beneath the clay cold touch of icy wisdom. 

Had but the frost of age or hand of grie^ 

Subdu'd the lightsome sallies of thy spirits, 

Had the black clotted blood of suffering nature. 

Shut up each melting passage to thy heart ; 

Tlieih wer'st thou fit to understand my grief. 

And start at my Reaolve 

BOUBGONINO. 

rU hear it and make mine ! 

VERRINA. 

Not so, my son I Verrina spares thy heart 
The painful duty. O Scipio I heavy burdens 
Press upon my breast ; a thougntpiiore dismal 
Than the gloomy night, appals my shuddering soul I 
'Tis more than human nature can sustain t 
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See'st thou my Son ! 
Alonel will perform tbe drei^dfiil deedi 
But not aloney can I support th' idea, of it. 
Were piide my fiuling^ Scipio, I mgH tell tkee» 
How great the torment of a noble mindy . . , 
That dtfres to dor-49Ut trembles to-x-accompliah. 
Greatness is frUen in the Oyes of .HeaTen^ 
^And Friendship moiums^ wh«t Piety determines! 
Hear me^ Scipio I 

BOURGONINO. 

My soul is iwallowed up in thine! 

▼BRBIKA, 

Hear me^ but answer nothing! nothing, young man; 
No, not a single word I be silent as the grare* 
Fiesko I— -^es ! 

BOUAaoNtNO (petrified with horror.) 
Dies ?— ^fiesko ? 

VERIilNA. 

Dies ! I thank thee, God of Hearen, 'tis out at last ! 
Fiesko dies I yes — dies, my son, thro' me. 
Now go, some deeds there are, which cast aside 
The judgment of mankind, and own no other Arbiter 
Than Heaven ! 'Tis one of them I Go home, my son, 
I neither ask your praise nor condemnation, 
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I know how much the sacrifice is worth, 

And therewith, I'm contented I But yet, a word I — 

'Tis possible you maf reflect for years. 

And still, be ignorant what moliyes guide me* 

I'll tell you e're we part. — ^Did you not mark Him yesterday? 

With what a sense of conscious pride He yiew'd us I 

How proud his step I How dignified his gesture ! 

How his eye sparkled with superior worth, 

And seem'd to glory in our consternation I 

Believe me, Bourgonino, the Man whose treacherous smile 

Could lead astray the powers of Italy, , 

Will never bear an equal in his country. 

Go home, my Son ! 

'Tis very certain that Fiesko's Hand 

Will overturn the Tyrant, but still more certain, 

That Fiesko's Heart — ^will subjugate his Country ! 

(He hurries off,) 

(bourgonino remains some time with his eyes fixed upon him 

in speechless constemaHony and then slowly foUows him.) 
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SCENE IL 



Saloon at Fiesko's. 



(In the bcick ground a large GlasS'door which opens to 
a Prospect of Genoa and the Sea.) 

Time — JDawn of Day, 

A FiBSKO (looking from a window.) 

Wbot'fl thi fr? — The Moon is down I the Morning rises 
Fiery from the Sea I wild flights of Fancy 
Hare disturbed my rest, and robb'd me of repose, 
Still my mind clings convnlsiye to its object, 
And doubts and fears but strengthen it the more. 
I'll try the morning air I 

(He opens the glass door. The City and Ocean appear 

empurpled with the morning dawn.) 

( With hurried steps up and down the room.) 



To think, t h a i I*m the greatest man in Genoa, 
That all the lesser souls should crowd around me, 
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And seek a shelter in Fiesko's power ! 
But then, I violate the cause of Virtue ! 
(^Stopping short.) Virtue? the noble mind 
Has different rules of action from the common. 
What's vice in one man, i^ another's greatness. 
The Armour that confines a Pigmy's frame 
Say, is it fitted for the Giant's carcase ? 

( The Sun rises over Genoa,) 
And this majestic City I 

{Hastening with ejptended arms to the window,) 
To think that it is mine ! 
That I should blaze resplendent as the Sun, 
And shed like him my dazzling glories round it. 
That all the fondest hopes that Fancy forms, 
And wild Ambition weaves, would then be realized. 
That I should be a King I 
Surely, though petty fiiults debase the soul, 
A mighty crime ennobles Vice, and makes it 
Pass for Virtue. To steal a purse, is shameful. 
To embezzle Millions — ^bold — ^but great — ^yea. 
Godlike great, to seize a Crown ! The splendid motive 
Justifies the deed, and glosses o'er its blackness. 

(2I pausey then with emphasis,) 
Obey I Command I Subjection ! Sovereignty ! 
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Aye — ^there's the dreadftil gap— -not to be fiU'd by Nature. 

Throw in it all that mighty man can boast of^ 

The joys of Victory^ the delights of Conquest, 

The charms of Science, and the works of Art, 

The sweets of Luxury and the wealth of Nations, 

Still — ^yawns the opening deft and longs for more. 

Obey ! Command I To be, or not to be I 

The brightest Angel, and the blackest Fiend, 

Are not more wide disjoined I 

But then to rise to such majestic greatness 

And gaze superior on a prostrate World ; 

To quaff in flowing cups the draughts of pleasure. 

And lead away the Tyrant Law in chains ; 

To tame the furious passions of the Populace, 

As easy as the Horseman reins his steed, 

And manages his ardor ! 

To level to the dust a Vassal^s pride, 

E'en with a breath, before he dares to murmur I — 

Heavens I how the godlike thought inflames my soul 

And raises it to rapture I To be one moment King I 

Comprises the whole essence of existence I 

A Great Man's life is measured by his actions, 

And sure 'tis better to expire at once, 

Amid a circling blaze of deathless glory, 
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Than to drag on a fimitlefis length of years. 
And sink at last unheeded and forgotten I 
We cannot lire by piece-meal 1 Tis not 
To parcel out onr time in foUieSy or spend it 
By degrees in idle state, that makes ns truly noble I 
'Tis to confine it to a single hour, 
And end it with applause. Just so, the Thunder's roarf 
Reduce it to its simplest elements, 
And it will hush an in&nt to repose. 
But once unite it in a sudden crash, 
And the Monarchal Burst shall shake the world I 
' I am determined !— - 



SCENE III. 



Tas Former— LEONOiiA enters in evident agitation. 

IiEGKORA. 

I ask your pardon. Count ! Peiiiaps I disturb you I 
FiESKO (stepping back m^ astonishment,} 
Why indeed, Madam, I confess you do suprize me t 
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LBONOKA* 

Ah, that's a word unknown to real love I 

FIESKO. 

But why, fiur Countessi do you thus expose 
Your Beauty to the raw-cold morning ? 

liSONORA. 

I know not why the little that remains 
Should he reserved for sorrow. 

FIB6KO. 

Sorrow — did you say ? I really thougEt, my dear» 
That, noitoseia Nation hf Ae ean^ 
Had hithertOi heen called '< Serenity V 

LEONORA. 

That's possible, but still I feel, 

This same <' Serenity" will break my heart I 

I am come, Sir, to trouble you with a slight recjuest. 

If you can spare me time to listen to it — 

For this last seven months, I indulged the pleasing dream. 

That I was Countess of Lavagna I but it is fled at last! 

And my head smarts from it. It will require 

The full enjoyment of those spotless hours. 

In which I pass'd my childhood, to dissipate 

The idle thought, and heal my mind entirely. 

Allow me therefore, I entreat you, to return 
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To my dear mother's arms I 

FiESKO (in ihegrecUest consternaiien.) 
Countess I 

LEONORA. 

Indeed this heart of mine's so weak and delicate. 

That you must haye compassion with it ; 

And since the slighest recollection of the past 

Would tend hut to disturb my sickly fancy ; 

Permit me to restore to their right owner 

The different Pledges of that fond Regard, 

With which He once was kind enough to honor me — 

(She lays severed TrtfJeets on the Table.) 
Here too the dagger that^has pierc'd my heart 

(JBis Loiue4etter.) 
W^hile 7 (rushing with emotion out of the room.) 
Keep nothing but the Wound 1 

FIESKO. 

{Strongly affected^ hastens after and detains her.) 
Great God, Leonora I What a scene is this I 
LEONORA (sinking on his neck.) 
I haye not merited to be your wife — ^• 

But then — your wife has merited attention I 
Eyen now how busy is the Tongue of Calumny I 
The Girls of Genoa already point at me ! 
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" Obserre," say they " the proud One, how she pines, 
That married with Fiesko 1" But IVe deserved it all — 
It is the just reward of female vanity ! 
Oh I remember — ^I despis'd my sex, 
When Yoth Fiesko — ^led me to the altar I 

FIB8KO. 

But really, Madonna I this is a most extraordinary scene. 

LEOKORA (cuide.) 
Ah he changes colour ! Now I'm determined I 

FIESKO. 

But two days. Countess I then pass sentence on me. 

LEONORA. 

That I should thus be sacrificed I 
(Let me not name it Virgin Light before thee !) 
Yes sacrificed — even to a . . . shameless woman I 
But look me in the face, Fiesko ! 
In truth the eye that makes all Genoa tremble. 
Sinks down abashed before a woman's tear ! 
FIESKO (in great confusion.) 
No more Signora I not a word more ! 

LEONORA (withjeeling and severity.) 
To rend a poor weak woman's heart with anguish I 
Oh I 'twas a triumph worthy of the Sex, 
That boasts the power to cherish and to save I 
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Hearen is my witness— how I lov'd tkis Man I 

How my fond soul wm wrapped up in his 6reatii«68y 

And dung transported to his Tarions Yiriues I 

His strength was iny support-^JKf fame^ iny Glory I 

Each tender hope was grafted on his kindness. 

And all my Woman's weaknesses repos'd. 

In trembling confidence, on his Affection I 

I gare Him my whole heart I And notr, the generous Man t 

Bestows it on a 

FIESKO (hasUfy interrupting her.) 
No I no I notsoy if^ Leonora I 

LBONOBA. 

Mtf Leonora ! did yon say ? Thank Heaven, 

That is once more the silver sound of Love I 

I ought to hate you False One— but alas I 

My anxious bosom eagerly devours. 

The last, sad relicts of thy lost affections I 

But no, I cannot hate you, did I say ^(9— Fiesko ? 

Oh I believe it not. Your Falsehood may instruct me 

How to die, but cannot teach, to h ate you I 

(7%« Moor is heard coming ^ough the goUery.) 

FIS8K0. 

Grant me one small request, I beg of you I 



Digitized by 



Google 



SkSMX IV- FIBSKO. 151 

UBOKORA. 

Oh any thing Fiesko— but ^ * Indifference I" 



Command me as yon please— I vnH obey you ! 
But hear me, Leonora I {tignificafMif*} 
Till two days more hare Tsnish'd orear Genoa, 
Forbear alike to question or condemn me 1 

(Sh lumcb her gracefidfy into a tide apa/iimeni.) 



SCENE IV. 



FiESKO — Enter The Moor (put of h^eath,) 

FI£5KO. 

What's the matter now ? 

MOOR. 

Quick, Sir! Quick I 

FISSKO. 

Any thii^ new sttning ? 

MOOR. 

Read this Letter I But am I really here? Egad I 
beliere Genoa is grown shorter by twelve streets, or else 
my legs are grown long in proportion. You look pale ! Yes, 
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they'll play at cards for men's heads— and your^s will be 
Game— how do you like that ? 

FiESKO (pvrowmg the Letter disturbed on the Tabled) 
Hell and the Devil, how came you by this Letter ? 

MOOR. 

Just about the same way your Excellency came by the 
Republic. An Express was sent off with it to Lerantb : I 
weathered the joke, way-lay the Gentleman, put a ball thro' 
his body, and walked off with the prize. 

FIESKO. 

His blood be on your head I The letter is not to be paid 
with gold. 

MOOR. 

I'U thank you for eiloer notwithstanding. {Auuming an 
air of solemn importance,) I'll tell you what, Lavagna ! 
'Twas but the other day I myself took a fancy to your head. 
Here again (pointing to the Letter) I hare had it in my power. 
Now I think the Master and the Man are quitts. For, what 

follows, you are indebted to— my Friendship ! (Giving 

him another Paper.) Number Two. 



FliSKO. 



Are you mad ? 



MOOR. 

Number Two, I say. (Heplaees himself in an in^nuknt 
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posture opposite Fiesko and looks at him stedfastly with his 
arms akimbo,) I think the Lion had his wits about him 
when he forgave the Mouse I Who else would now have 
gnawn the net asunder ? Well, how do you fancy that ? 

FIESKO. 

. Scoundrel, how many devils have you in your service ? 

MOOR. 

.Only one, please your Honor, and He's paid by your 
Excellency. 

FIESKO. 

Tis Doria's own signature ! Where did you get this paper? 

MOOR. 

Warm from the hands of my Bononi. I went there last 
ni^^ht, gave her abundance of sweet words, (and what I 
&ncy was much more agreeable,) good Sequins. The latter 
carried the day. She told me to call at six this morning. 
The Count was there as you expected, and paid her in 
black and white for her contraband caresses. 

FIESKO {passionately.) 
. Fie on these women milksops I they think to strow Re- 
publics in ]the dust, and cannot keep their secrets from a 
strumpet I From these papers I observe that Dona and his 
party, have made a plot to murder me with eleven of our 
Senators, and then proclaim Gianettino, Sovereign I 
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MOOR. 

Ju6t 80, and that too on the morning of the Doge election, 
the third of the. month. 

FIESKO. 

Our busy night shall crush their morning in its embryo, 
and blast it e're it buds. Quick, Hassan, my affabrs are ripe! 
Eyery thing is in readiness. W9 must be dreadfiiSy before- 
hand with them, and lead the scene of daughter. Come, 
come, hestir thyself. 

MOOR. 

But wut, I hare a budget of news for you. Two thousand 
men are safely manoeuvred into the City ; I have ordered 
them to the Augustin Monastery where no Imp of Royalty 
will be able to discover them. They are noble £dlows and 
bum with desire to see their Master. 

FIESKO. 

For every one of them you receive a Scndi. But what 
thinks Genoa of the Galleys ? 

MOOR. 

Oh Tve a fine tale to amuse you with on that subject. 
You know the four hundred adventurers who have been sent 
to the right about by the peace between France and Spain ; 
they have been laying close siege to my people, and begging 
them to put in a good word ImitHB, that you may employ 
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them in your Galleys against the Turks. I have ordered 
them to attend here at the Palace about Fire in the after- 
noon. 

FIESKO. 

By Heavens, Sirrah I I could almost embrace you. This 
is indeed a master stroke. Four hundred didst thou say ? 
Genoa is not to be saved. 400 Scudi are thine I 
MOOR {famiUao'hf.) 

Strike hands, Fiesko* I think yon and I together may do 
the business I We'll shew both the Dorias the door, and 
sweep up the laws with a besom ! But there's one thing I 
forgot to tell you, I hare a number of creatures in this very 
garrison on whom I can depend as certainly as on my going 
to the devil ; now I have so managed it, that at least six of 
them will be <m duty at each gate to night ; these will be 
enough to amuse the rest of the guard, and drench their five 
senses in liquor, so that if you're disposed for a frolic, this 
evening, you'll find all the sentries asleep. 

FIESKO. 

No more. As yet the mighty burden of the deed has 
rested on myself— no human aid has help'd me to support it. 
And shall I nowy arrived upon the verge of its completion, 
allow the greatest scoundrel in the world, to bear away the 
merit ? Forbid it Heaven I But here's my hand, my boy I 
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Whatever Count Lavagna is indebted to you, tbe Duke 
Fiesko will not fail to pay you. 

MOOR. 

Here's a billet too, I received from her Imperial Highness, 
the Lady Julia. She winked to me in the street to walk 
up, treated me with vast condescension, and ask'd me sar- 
castically if the Countess Lavagna had not lately had an 
attack of Jaundice ? Please your Highness, says I, how 
comes it you enquire after my Lady only ? 

FIBSKO. ' 

. (Who has been reading the note^ throws it ca/rehsdy 
away*) 

Very well said indeed, and what answered she ? 

MOOR. 

Answered ? Why she said she pitied the poor Woman's 
unhappy situation, and as a proof of it, desired I would for- 
bid your Excellency's future attentions. 
FIESKO (jmeeringly.) 

She need not alarm herself. They won't last for ever, 
I promise her I Is this the sum total, Hassan ? 

MOOR. 

Why you know, my Lord, Gallantry and the Ladies should 
always follow politics and State matters. 
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FIESKO. 

Oh of course, for in truth they're a good deal connected. 
But what are you going to do with that paper ? 

MOOR. 



The old trade, fiofgfet one piece of villainy by committing 
another. The S^ora gave me these powders, with direc- 
tions to mix one daily in your Wife's chocolate. 

FIE8KO (stepping bctck, pale and asUmUhed.) 
Gave you what ? 

MOOR (with great sangfroid,) 
These powders to mix in your Wife's chocolate. Donna 
Julia, Her Imperial Highness. 

FI£SKO. 

(Snatching them hastily from him^ and seizing him by 

the collar.) 
Liest thou, thou lump of darkness, Til bind thee liring to 
the steeple's top, and leave thee to the wind's disporting 
mercy ! These powders ? 

MOOR (sulkify.) 
Are to be mixed daily in your Wife's chocolate. The 
Lady Julia ordered it. I told you so before. 

FIBSKO. 

Infernal villainy ! and to that charming .Creature I Who 
would have thought that such a damned design, could e'er 

M 
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have ripened in a female bosom ? Bat I forget to thank thee 
Providence for rendering it abortire I Abortire, thro' an 
instrument more black* than she that would have us*d it 
Thy ways are wonderful I {TOA0 Moor.) You'll promise 
to obey and to be silent. 

MOOR. 

With all my heart I The last is easily done* for she paid me 
in advance. 

FIBSKO. 

This note invites me to her. Yes* Madam, I toiU come, 
and rU persuade you too, to Hollow me. That's well, do 
thou make every haste, and call the whole Conspiracy 
together. 

HOOtU 

I anticipated this order, and have directed the attendance 
of every Individual here, precMy at ten o'clock. 

FIIBSKO. 

I hear some footsteps t It is they themselves. Oh fellow I 
thou dost deserve a gallows of thy own, where yet no son 
of Adam was suspended. Retire until I calL 
MOOK (going mU*) 
Yes, the Moor has done his business, he may go. 

(Eni.) 
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SCENE V. 

Bnier The Conspirators. 

<FissKO (maetiHg Aem.) 
The clouds are gathering, and the storm approaches. Tread 
lightly as 70a enter I Bar, dose the doors, I heg. 

VERRINA* 

Fiesko! veVe secured eight rooms hehindns. Suspicion's 
self cannot approach within a hundred paces. 

BOURGONINO. 

We're safe enough unless our fears hetray us. 

FIBSKO. 

Fear comes not o'er my threshold ! Welcome who thinks 
as yesterday. Be seated I 

BOURGONINO (walking Ju^utily ftp and down,) 
Oh 'tis impossible to tit and j^ot destruction I 

fISSKO. 

This is an important hour, my Countrymen I 

VERRINA. 

You hare requir'd us to consider of the means to kill the 
Tyrant. Ask our opinions, we are here to answer. 
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FIESKO. 

Then first this question, (which indeed comes late enough 
to sound extraordinary.) *^ Who is it that's to fall ?" 
(A general silence*) 

BOURGONINO. 

(Lecming over Fiesko's chair, fixes him steadfastly with 

his eye, and utters impressively,) 
" The Tyrants !" - 

FIESKO. 

Well said indeed, the Tyrants. But I recommend you, 
to weigh well that word's importance I Which is the greatest 
Tyrant ? He who has power to subvert our freedom, or He 
who only wishes to destroy it ? 

verri!:a. 

The first I fear, the latter I detest ! Andreas Doria fell I 

' KALKAGNO. 

What, Andreas I the good, the old Andreas I Whose 
account with nature will perhaps be out to-morrow ! . 

SACCO. 

The venerable, mild Andreas I 

FIESKO. 

Oh Sacco, there's the danger; it is the old man's mildness 
is so formidable I Compared to this, the Nephew's proud 
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ambition is ridiculous I Andreas Dona fall I There spoke 
Verrina's wisdom I 

BOURGONINO. 

Fetters of Silk or Iron> 'tis the same ; they still are Fetters 

and Andreas fall I 

FiESKO (jgeing to the table.) 

That point is settled then. The Nephew and the Uncle 
sink together. Your signatures. (^They aU sign their names.) 
We now come to the second question— 'tis equally important. 
How ? Do you speak first Kalkagno I ^ 

KALKAONO. 

We must execute tiie deed as soldiers, or as murderers. 
The first is dangerous, because it obliges us to have numbers 
privy to it, and because the people's hearts are not secured 
to us. The second is as easy as it's certain. Here are fire 
trusty daggers. In three days time there is High Mass at 
Saint Lorenzo's; the Dorias will certainly attend there. 
And if a Tyrant's fears can ever rest, they'll sleep upon the 
altar of devotion. I have said all I ^ 

FissKO (turning away.) 

Oh fie Kalkagno, this prudent mode of your's is quite 
abominable I What say you, Sacco ? 

SAGCO. 

I like Kalkagno's mode of arguing, tho' not his plan of 
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acting. Better I think invite them to a Feast, and hid a Host 
of Enemies to meet them; they then may choose their death, 
and either find it at our daggers points, or drink it down in 
cups of flowing Cyprus. At least this method is convenient I 

FIESKO. 

Oh consider, Sacco I What if each drop that cools their 
dying tongues, should turn to boiling pitch, and prove to 
them a foretaste of damnation I What then ? Away with 
this advice I Speak you, Verrina I 

VERRINA. 

An open heart disdains a Mask's concealment! If we assas- 
sinate the Dorias, we rank ourselves with murden^rs and 
banditti. Tis the drawn sword alone that marks the hero I 
It's my advice, we give the dreadful signal, stir up at once 
the fury of sedition, and call aloud ** For Genoa, and for 
Freedom I" 

(He starts from his chair^ the others follow his example^ 
and BOURGONiNO throws himself upon his neck,) 

BOUROONINO. 

And force with armed hand, success from fortune. That 
is the voice of honor and my own ! 

FIBSKO. 

And my own likewise. Fie, fie, my Countrymen I Fortune 
has been too favorable already to us. It is but &ir that we 
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exert ourselreB, and hazard something on this great occasion. 
An Insurrection theli, and that to-night. 

SACCO. 

' To-night» Fiesko ? As ^et there's nothing done, and it*8 
abeady sunset . . . 

FIESKO. 

It's true, biir motires fm* delay are numerous. But read 
these papers. 
(He gives them ihe manuscript with Gianettino's signature^ 

and while they are intent upon reading it^ walks mafesticeUfy 

up and down the room.) 

And now fiirewell, bright Star of Doria*s fortune t ^ong 
hast thou shone resplendiant in the Hearens, and blaz'd su- 
preme o'er Genoa's wide horizon/ as if the noblest City in 
the world belong'd to thee alone I Thou might'st hare known, 
that eren the Sun himself, is forc'd to yield the Empire of 
the Skies, and share his sceptre with the Queen of Night I 
But now farewell for erer ! Thou sink'st to rise no more I 
BOUROONINO (<ifier having read the papers.) 

'Tis dreadful I dreadful I 

SACCO. 

Twelve at a shot! 

VERRINA. 

To-morrow, in the Senate-house I 
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BOUROONINO. 

Give me the papers. I'll ride full gallop thro' the streets 
of Genoa, and when I hold them thus, the dogs them- 
selves shall howl to Insurrection, and even the very stones 
rise up and mutiny 

ALL. 

Eevenge, Revenge, Revenge, and thai to night ! 

FIESKO. 

Ah, now my Friends, you speak as I would wish you. As 
soon as it is evening I will invite all the disaffected Nobility 

to an Entertainment. In the first place^ those whose names 
are entered on this murderous list of Gianettino's ; and in 
the second, the Sanli, the Gentili, the Vivaldi, and the 
Vesodomari, all of them deadly enemies to the House of 
Doria, but- whom the Assassin has forgot to fear. I doubt 
not they'll embrace my proposals with open arms. 

BOURGONINO. 

They will, most certainly ! 

FIESKO. 

But first of all, we must secure the Harbour. For this 
purpose, I have both Galleys and Seamen — The Dorias' 
twenty ships are now unrigg'd and incompletely mann d ; 
theyll easily be beaten. The entrance of the River must be 
.stopp'd immediately, and every prospect of escape excluded. 
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When this is done, our toils are at an end I Secure the 
Port, and Genoa is in Chains I 

VISIRINA. 

That's undeniable I 

FIESKO. 

The works must then be attacked and taken possession of. 
The principal of these is the Saint Thomas Gate, which 
leads directly to the Harbour and unites our Sea and Land 
forces together* Both the Dorias will be surprized and 
murdered in their Palaces — ^the drums will beat to arms 
in every quarter — ^the alarm bells will be tolled at the same 
moment — ^the Citizens will be call'd upon to join our party 
and to support the cause of Genoa's Freedom. If after this, 
good Fortune be our portion. 111 tell you more in the 
Signoria I 

VERRINA. 

The plan is excellent. Let's see now how the Parts will 
be distributed. 

FIESKO. 

( With an air of dignity and importance,) 
My Countrymen, you ve plac'd me at the Head of the 
Conspiracy. Will you obey my further orders? 

VERRINA. 

As surely as we think them for the best. 
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FOBSKO, 
Verrina I KnoVst thoa the word beiMfttli Heako's Ban- 
ner ? Tell it bim» Genoese* It is— Sabordination I— 
Unless the whole authoritj be mine. UiilessitiaconqMiely 
in my power, to bend and mould your actions as I list ; nnlessy 
(for you must understand me quite) Fm Head, I'm Chief of 
the Conspiracy, the Plot h as lost a Member! 

VERRINA. 

Surely a life of glorious Liberty, is worth a few sad hours 
of shameful bondage : no more—we're ready to obey. 

FIBSKO. 

Then leare me for the present One of you must risit 
the Citadel and gire me an exact account of the Works and 
Men on duty — another, must find out the parole— « third, 
take command of the Galleys— and a four^ introiluce the 
2,000 Men we were speaking oi^ into my Court-yard« I 
myself will have erery thing settled by night, and prepare 
the Mine for explosion-p— You'll meet me here again at nine 
o'clock to receiye my final Instructions. (Ritigs,) 

VEBRINA. 

I will take charge of the Cralleys. (EM.) 

BOUROONINO. 

I'll have command of the Soldiers. (Ejeit.) 
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SACCO. 

I will diflcorer the watchword. (E^) 

KALKA0NO. 

And rU reconnoitre the CitadeL (Exit) 



SCENE VI. 



FiESKO, — Afterwards The Moor. 

FIESKO. 

(Bag secUed himself at a Desk and is writing.) 
They. struggled with the word "Subordination," just 
like a worm upon the needle's point But it's too late. 
Republicans ! 

Enter The Moon. 

MOOR. 

Did jTou ring, my Lord ? 

FIESKO (risingy gives hitn a paper.) 
Go and invite all^hose, whose names are mentioned here 
to a Flay this evening, at my Palace. 
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MOOR. 

To take their parts in it, 1 suppose. The entrance money 
will cost Heads I warrant me. 

iiiLiiZO (cold and cdktemptuousfy.) 
WLen that is done I I sh*ant detain you longer here in 
Genoa I (As he is going he lets faU a purse behind him.) 
This be your last employment. 

(Esit.) 



SCENE VIL 



MOOR. . 

( Taking up the purse slowly from the ground, and following 
FiESKO out with a look of astonishment.) 
Ob, Oh ! are those the terms we stand upon. " I sha'nt 
detain you longer here in Genoa I" That's easily translated. 
In other words, when I'm the Duke^ Til send you to the 
Galleys; he thinks, because I understand his tricks, it's 
likely I may blab them. But softly, my good Count, as yet 
you have not quite reached that eminence. The thing de- 
serves reflection I And now old Doria — your skin's at my 
command — you're, gone unless I warn you. Suppose I go and 
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tell him of the whole Conspiracy ? I shall have say*d his 
Dukedom and his Life, and nothing less than a round goClen 
Sum can well be offered me. (^ffe is going hut stops suddenly J) 
But softly, my friend Hassan I I fear you re going on a fool- 
ish errand. — What if the whole affi,* ■ were put an end to? — 
Whatyr if this glorious mischiaf were suppressed,- and some- 
thing good turn'd out in consequence ? Fie, fie, my avarice 
will play the Devil I • The question's briefly this — Vi'Iiich 
will produce most evil ? To inform against Fiesko, or mur- 
der both the Dorias in silence ? If once Fiesko executes 
his scheme, Genoa wiU rise to Ghreatness with himself; so 
that will never do. And if the Dorias escape his vengeance, 
why every thing will stand in statu quo, and all be peace 
and quiet — ^This is worse still ! But then to .£iincy how the 
Rebels heads, will grin upon the scaffold ;. and on the other 
hand to think again, what sweet confusion we shall have to- 
night ! And how it will amuse my wickedness to murder 
both their Excellencies by torch-light. Egad, I'm wholly 
at a loss to choose between the two temptations I It's such 
a charming labyrinth of sin, it puzzles me completely I 
A Christian, perhaps, might extricate himself, but we poor 
Heathens want a clue to guide us. FU go and ask a Doc^ 
tor of Divinity I 

' {Exit.) 
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SCfiNE VIII. 

SAftooM AT Lady Julia's. 

JuuA in negUg^e^^Enter Gianxttimo. 

OIANBTTINO. 

Good eyeningi Sister I 

JXJUA. 

Something uncommon most hare surely happen'd to 
bring the Crown Prince to his Sister I 

OIANETIINO. 

The &ct isy Julial You're beset with Butterfliesi and Vm 
perpetuallj annoyed with waspe. There's no such thing as 
getting rid of them» or we should meet mudi oftener. Let's 
be seated I 

JULIA. 

I'm quite impatient t 

OIANSTTINO. 

When was it last Fiesko Tisited you ? 

JULIA. 

That's a strange question— as if my memory r^;ister'd 
such trifles I 
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. OIAKBTTINO. 

But do indulge mei Julia I I really wish to know^ 

JVUA. 

Why— He was here but yesterday. 

GIAKETTINO. 

Quite gay and undisguised ? 

JULIA. 

As usual. 

OIANBTTINO. 

The old fool Still? 

jVhiA (cjfinded) 
Brother? 

OIAKBTTINO (rouing hu voice.) 
Still the old fool^ I ask? 

JULIA (rising in anger,) 
For what, Sir, do you take me ? 

GIANBTTIKO. 

Why, for a piece of female furniture enyelop'd in a hoop 
of starch Nobility.— Between ourselyes, good Sister, since 
no one's listening .... 

JUUA (paaeionatehf,) 

Between ourselTes, good Brother, you are an impudent 
affected Booby, presuming on your Uncle's reputation . . 
. . • Since no one's listening • . . 
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GIANETTINO. 

Come, come now, don't be angiy. I'm quite rejoic'd to 
hear Fiesko's as fJEintastical as ever. That's all I wished to 
know. — Your most obedien^ — (Going.) 



SCENE IX. 
Enter Lomellin. 



LoMELLiN (kissing Julia's hand,) 
I ask a thousand pardons, Lady Julia, hut (turning to 
GiANETTiKo) business of the last importance, that will not 

bear delay, obliges me 

(Gi A NETTING takes him aside — Julia goes to her Harp- 
sichord and plays a rash piece of Mmic.) 

OIANETTINO. 

Every thing settled for to-morrow ? 
lomellin. 

Every thing,*Prince — ^but the Coutier dispatched toLevanto 
is not returned yet — Spinola is not here either — ^What if he 
were intercepted — ^I'm quite uneasy ...... 

GIANETTINO. 

Don't be alarmed. You have the List at hand ? 
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JUOMELLIS (caroused.) 
The List) my Lord • . . Indeed . . . 1 . • . 
know not ... I must have left it in my other pocket. 

GIANETTINO. 

It's just the same — ^were but the Courier back again — 
Fiesko will be found dead in his bed to-morrow I — I have 
arranged that business. 

U>MELLIN. 

It will create a horrible sensation I 

GIAKETTINO. 

There's our security, my boy. A common crime would 
rouse the blood, and irritate the passions; but such a 
mighty villainy as this, will make it creep congeal'd along 
the yeins, and petrify the heart .... Hast thou not 
heard the story of the Gorgon's Head. — The very sight 
lankeg. steneo — and what may not be done, till stones are 
warmM to vengeance ? 

LOMELLIN. 

Have you given the Lady Julia a hint of our intentions ? 

GIANETTINO. 

Oh God forbid I We must go delicately to work on her 
account — ^Fiesko is her &vorite. Though when she shares 
the fruits of our proceedings, I dare say she'll forget the 
price they cost her. I expect the troops . from Milan this 

N 
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evening, and must give the necessary directions at the gates 
to let them enter. (Turning to Juma.) Well, Sister, hare 
yon almost thrummed away yonr anger ? 

JULIA. 

Begone, Sir-— you're a wild companion, not fit for Women's 
conlkpany. 
(Af GiANETTiNO is going out, he ihmhUt en Fibsko.) 

oiANETTiNo (Btavting hack.) 
Ah! 

FIESKO (coming forward with easy politeness.) 
Your presence, Prince, precludes me from a risit that I 
was going to make you 1 

OIANETTINO. 

Your company. Count, is always acceptable. I quite re* 
joice to see you I 

FIESKO. 

(Stepping up to Julia and respectful kissing het' hand,) 
You look divinely. Countess ; but, I'm accustomed to find 
my expectations, here, exceeded. 

JULIA. 

Fie, ^e, that sounds equivocal. I scarce know how to 
take it. — But Heav'ns, my negligee ! I beg ten thousand 
pardons, Count ! (Running hastily into her Apartment.) 
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FIBBKO {dekaamg her.) 
Stay, I ^itxeat ydu, Lady Julia. A lovely Woman never 
looks so well as in her Toilette*s undress-— it is. her Sex's 
uniform. But why this hai^ turned up ? Permit me to un- 
loose it. It cannot fall too negligently round you I 

JULIA. 

O you^ Men, are so fond of alterations I 

FUQBKo {cardnsl^ to Giankttino.) 

Hairs and Republics— -all the same to us I Is it 'not so, 
my Prince? (To Juua.) This ribband is misplaoed too. 
Be seated, lovely Countess ; Laura may understand to cheat 
our eyesi but not deceive our hearts. Allow me to supply 
her place a momeiit. {She sits dowrvy while he emplcye hmr 
edf t» ndjusting her Dress.) 

OIANETTINO (jogging LoiSZLLtS.) 

The poor unthinking Wight ! 

FiBSKO (busied about Jvua's Bosom,) 

Do you see, Signora? This I conceal for you, and wisely. 
The senses should be sparingly indulged, and Fancy not al- 
lowed to interfere with Nature I 

JULIA. 

Oh that's ridiculous t 

FIESKO. 

Far from it, lovely Countess. Consider for a moment, 
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the most enchanting novelty expires the instant it's made 
puhh'c. We feed upon conjecture, with delight — ^but once 
reduced to certainty ; it &des to— disappointment. (^He 
hods her to a Looking^Glass.) There, by my honor» this 
must be the fiishion now in Genoa I Will you permit me 
to attend you in this dress throughout the city ? 

JULIA. 

That's sUly ui^ed indeed. How artfully you manage to 
persuade, and bend me to your wishes. But no— 'IVe got 
the head-ache — I'll stay at home to day. 

FIESKO. 

Pardon me, Countess. You may, but will not treat me 
so unkindly ; I'm in a sad dilemma, and you alone can ex- 
tricate me. A set of players are just arrived from Florence, 
and have offered to perform this evening at my palace ; I 
could not possibly do less than ask the principal of Genoa's 
Beauties to attend on the occasion, and Tm entirely at a 
loss to whom to give the first place at the theatre without 
offending many of my charming visiters. There is but one 
resource — (with a low how) — ^May I entreat the honor, 
lovely Countess ? 

JULIA (hlusheSf and runs hastily into the Cabinet.) 

Here, Laura I 
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GIANETTINO (stepping up to FlESKO.) 

Count, you remember an unpleasant circumstance, that 
latelj passed between us. 

FIESKO* 

I beg, my Prince, that we may both forget it. Men al- 
ways act according to their knowledge of each other. And 
surely it's my fault, if my Friend Doria has not better 
known me. 

OIANETTINO. 

At all events, I never shall reflect upon it, without most 
cordially lamenting my injustice .... 

FIESKO. 

^Q^l — without most cordially forgiving it. 
(Julia returns differ enily attired.) 

GIANETTINO. 

Il^ust occurs to me, Count, that you are going to cruize 
against the Turks. 

FIESKO. 

The anchors will be weighed this evening ; and indeed 
I*m under some uneasiness on this account, from which I 
. must entreat your kindness to relieve me. 

GIANETTINO. 

With the greatest pleasure. What is it I can do for you ? 
Command my total influence, I beg. 
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FIESKO. 

The departure of the GaUeys will cause a considerable 
stir about the Harbour, and my Palace, which might be 
perhaps misconstrued by the Doke, your Uncle . . . 

OIAKETTINO* 

Oh give it not a thought I — ^Leave that to me.*— I will 
explain the business. Weigh anchor when you please ; I 
wish you much success on the occasion. 
FIESKO (hamng.) 

I*m infinitely obliged to you. 



SCENE X. 
The Formeiw— J5W^ a German of the Body Guard. 

OIANETTINO. 

What now ? 

GERMAN. 

As I passed by the St. Thomas Gate, I observed a crowd 
of Soldiers hastening to the harbour, and the galleys of 
the Count Lavagna getting ready for sea. 

GIANETTINO. 

Is that all ? You'll not report it further. 
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OEBlCiAN. 

Very well, Sir. There's a number of suspicious people too, 
swarming out of the Ci^uchin's Cloister, and making di- 
rectly for the Market-place. To judge by their appearance 
and their gait, they mugt be Soldiers I 

oiANBTTiNO {angvihf aside.} 

The zeal of this old Fool, will certainly betray me. 
(Apart to LoMBLLTN.) These are the Troops from Milan ! 

GERMAN. 

Is it your Grace's order to arrest them ? 

OIANBTTINO. 

(Aloud to LoMELLiN.) Lomellin do you see after it. 
(To the German.) Well, you may go. 
( To Lomellin.) For God's sake, tell that blockhead to 
be silent. 

(Ea:it Lomellin with the German.) 

FIESKO. 

( JVho has been gallanting with Julia during this cowfersor 
tion^ and now and then thrown a stolen look at Gianettino.) 

Our Friend has met with something to annoy him. May 
I enquire the cause ? 

oianettino. 

No wonder. This eternal plague of question and en- 
quiry I— ^JEriV hastily.) 
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FIE8KO. 

We too must think of our departure. The Players will 
be waiting. May I offer you my arm, Signora ? 

JUUA. 

One moment till I put my cloak on. I hope, Count, that 
it's not a Tragedy, I always dream of thenu 
FiBSKO (sarcastuxdhf.) 

A perfect Comedy, I can assure you. 'Twill make you 
die with laughing. — {He hands her out.) 



The Curtain faOs. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 
Night' Time. — Castle-Court at Fiesko's. 

(^People are lighting the Lamps and bringing in Arms of 
every description, — TTie Apartments on one side of the 
Pcdace are illuminated.) 

Enter Bouroonino with Soldiers. 

BOURGONINO. 

Halt I Four Sentries at the portal I Two, at each door 
that leads into the palace. — (Sentries take post.) — ^Who- 
ever wishes it> will be admitted I But not a soul permitted 
to depart I If violence be used — ^Immediate death I 
(Eant with the remainder into the Castle. — Sentries walk 
steadily up and down their Posts.-^A total Silence.) 



Digitized by 



Google 



182 FIESKO. Act IV. 



SCENE II. 



SENTRIES (chaUenge at the ported.) 
Who comes there ? 

(Enter Zenturiome.) 

ZENTURIONE, 

Friend of Lavagna's ! 

(He walks directly across the Court to the door on 
the right leading into the palace,) 
SENTRIES (ai that quarter.) 
Back — ^back I Advance not I 

(Zenturione starts back asUmishedy and ^hen goes 
to the door on the left.) 
sentries (ai that quarter.) 
Back — ^back I Advance not I 

(Zenturione stops suddenly^ — Looks surprized and con- 
founded. — Pause of some moments — At length addresses 
himself to the Sentfy on the left.) 
zenturione. 
Friend — ^Which is the way to the Theatre ? 
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SENTRY. 

Don't know. 

ZENTURIONE (walking up and down with increa^ng 
amazement, — To the Smtry on the right.) 
Friend — When does the Play commence ? 

SENTRY. 

Can't tell ! 

ZENTURIONE (focing the Court obsei'vee the onm and 
weaponsy Hartled,) 
Friend — ^What^ in the name of God, can this mean ? 

SENTRY. 

Don't know ! 

ZENTURIONE (covering hmnselfy alarmedy with his chaJc.) 
Tis very singular I 

SENTRIES (challenge at the portal.) 
Who comes there ? 

(Enter Zibo.) 

ZIBO. 

Friend of Laragna I 
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SCENE III. 



' ZENTURIONE. 

Where are we, Zibo ? 

ZIBO. 

What? 

ZENTURIONE. 

Look about you, Zibo I 

ZIBO. 

Where ?— What ? 

ZENTURIONE. 

All the doors guarded ! 

ZIBO. 

Here are arms too ! 

ZENTURIONE. 

No one to explain the meaning of it. 

ZIBO. 

That's extraordinary I 

ZENTURIONE. 

What is't o'clock? 
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ZIBO. 

Past Eight. 

ZENTURIONE. 

Huh I It is hitter cold I 

ZIBO. 

Eight was the hour appointed ! 

ZENTURIONE (jihaJdng his head.) 
All is not, as it should he \ 

ZIBO. 

Fiesko has some Jest in hand, I &ncy I 

ZENTURIONE, 

To-morrrow is the Doge Election. Zibo I All's not 
right, depend upon it. 

ZIBO. 

Hush, hush one moment I 

ZENTURIONE. 

The right wing of the palace is illuminated. 

ZIBO. 

Hark, hark I Hear you not something ? 

ZENTURIONE. 

A hollow murmur I and now and then the heayj clash of 
armour I 'Tis dreadful I dreadful I 

ZIBO. 

A carriage there I It stops before the gateway. 
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SENTRIES (flrf the portal.) 
Who comes there I 



SCENE IV. 



The Former. — Enter Four Asserati. 

ASSBRATO. 

Friends of Fiesko ! 

2IB0* 

It is the Four Asserati. 

^ ZENTURIOKE. 

Good evening to you, Countrymen I 

FIRST ASSERATO. 

We're going to the Theatre 1 

2IBO. 

Ah I a pleasant journey to you I 

SECOND ASSERATO. 

What, are not you going then ? 

ZENTURIONE. 

Oh yes I We'll follow you 1 Go on before. We're only 
scenting the fresh air a little. 
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THIRD A8SERATO. 

It will begin directly — ^Let's begone I (Advancing*} 

SBNTRY. 

Back«-4ni€k I Adrance not ! 

ASSBRATO. 

Hillo! What does this lead to ? 

ZENTURIONB (liMighmg.) 

The Ca8tle> I suppose I 

A8BBRATO. 

Here^s some misuiiderstaBding I 

zmo. 
That's evident I 

(Music in the rigJU wing of the palace,} 

A86BRAT0* 

Do 70a hear that Symphonj? The Comedy's com- 
mencing I 

ZENTURIONE. 

Methinks indeed it has commenced already, and we're 
employed to play the fools in it. 

ZIBO. 

riaith, I am not easily offended I But this is past enduring* 
I'll go home again. 

ASSERATO* 

What ! Weapons too I 
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ZIBO. 

Stage tramperjy I suppose. 

ZENTURIONE. 

And shall we wander here like Ghosts in Tartarus ? Come, 
come ! let's to the Coffee-House* 

(AU six rush hastily towards Ae ported*) 
SBNTRIBS (cry out violen^y.y 
Back — ^backl Approach not! 

ZENTURIONE. 

Murder and death ! We're prisoners t 

ZIBO. 

My sword shall soon release us. 

ASSERATO. 

Put up, put up, for God's sake ; the Count's a Man of 
Honour I 

ZIBO. 

Bought and betra|:ed, depend on't. This Play has been 
the bait, and we are taken I 

ASSERATO. 

Forbid it, 'Heaven ! And yet I dread to think how this 
will terminate I 
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SCENE V. 

SENTRIES (i^iaUengeS) 
Who comes there ? 

{Enter Veriuna and Sacco.) 

VERRINA. 

Friends of the Castle I 

(Seven oiker Noblemen follow ihenu) 

ZIBO. 

Oh these are his confidants. Now will every thing be ex- 
plained to us. 

SACGO (apart to Verrina.) 
Tis as I told 70U ; Leskaro guards the Thomas Gate. He 
is the best of Doria's Officers, and implicitly devoted to his 
interest. 

verrina. 
So much the better. 

ziBO (to Verrina.) 
You come most opportunely to assist us in unravelling 
this mystery. 

verrina. 
How S0| what is it ? 
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ZBNTURIONE. 

We were invitdd to a play here. 

VBRRINA. 

Then we can go together. Oar road lies the same way 
precisely. 

ZENTumoNE (angrify.) 

The way of all flesh, I suppose you mean. Don't you 
obsenre the doors are guarded ? What can be the reason of it ? 

ZIBO. 

Why these Sentinels at erery quarter ? 

ZENTUBIONE. 

We stand here all suspense, like thieves below the gallows. 

VERRINA. 

The Count will soon be here himself to answer you. 

ZBMTURIONB. 

I wish he'd be a little quieker in his moyements; my 
patience is exhausted. 

(7%e other Noblemen go into Ae back ground of the Theatre, 

and wcdk thoughtfully up and down.) 

(Enter Bouroonino Jrom j^ Castle.) 

BOUROONmO. 

Well, Verrina, how stand things at the Harbour? 

VERBINA. 

All safe on board. 
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^ BOUROONIKO. 

The Castle, too, is full of Soldiers. ' 

VEIMMA. 

It's close on oine o'dock. 

BOUROONIKO. ^ 

The Count is very long. 

VSRRINA. 

And jet, too speedj for his expectations I Oh Bourgo- 
nino, I am cold as ice, when I r^ect on something I .... 

BOURGONINO. 

Father, he not too hasty I 

VERRINA. 

When dire destruction waits upon delay, haste is our only 
safety. 1^ from the second murder, I refi«ifiy how^iE^dl I 
justify the^^, to Heaven? 

BOURGONmO. 

But when do you intend Fiesko— -dies ? 

VERRINA. . 

When Genoa is free, Fiesko-^ — dies I 
SENTRIES (challenge.) 
Who comes there ? 

(Enter Fiesko.) 

FIBSKO. 

A Friend ! 
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(The Ufhoh bow to him respectftdfy'-^SEmBlEs present 
their arms.') 

FIESKO* 

Welcome^ my worthy gaests. Forgive me this detention. 
I fear you're heen impatient at my absence. One moment 
if you please. 

(To Vbrbina.) 

AU ready? 

VBRRINA. 

To yonr wish I 

FIESKO (to BOVROONINO.) 

And you ? 

BOURGONINO. 

Prepared completely. 

FIESKO (to Sacco.) 
And you ? 

SACCO. 

All right I 

FIESKO. 

And Kalkagno ? 

BOUROONINO. 

Is yet wanting. 

FIESKO (to Ae Sentries.) 
Let the doors be barred. 
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(He takea off his huty and steps forward with easy dignity 
to the midst of the Assembly.) 
Gentlemen I I hare taken the liberty of inviting you to a 
Play, not indeed to entertain, but to impose on you, parts 
in its performance. Too long, my friends, hare we sub- 
mitted to Gianettino Doria's insolence. Too long to the 
usurped authority of his Uncle. If we woul^ save our 
Country, no time is to be lost. To what end, do you sup* 
pose, but to enslare us, is our harbour crowded with galleys 
and ships of war ? To what end, but to destroy our Free* 
dom, the alliances which the Dorias hare concluded, and 
the armies of Foreigners, that prey upon the vitals of our 
Country. This is not the time to murmur and complain. 
Th« moment is arrived, when we must act or suffer I When 
every thing is at stake, every thing must be risked in order 
to defend it. A desperate 4U, ^^^"i**^** a desperate remedy. 
Is there a single one in this assembly so mean, so' base, so 
destitute of spirit, as to admit an equal for his master? 
(JUMrmurs^ — There is none here, whose Fathers have not 
tended Genoa's childhood ; watched o'er her earliest years 
with patriot fervour ; and rocked the cradle of her in&nt 
Honor I Then what, in Heaven's name, I ask you, have 
these two citizens performed, that they should lord it thus 
above our heads, and trample us beneath them? — (Increasing 
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Murfnurt.y^MY Countrymen! I solemnly conjure yon, 
espouse the sinking fortune of the State. Lift high the 
hand against iAn Oppressor's hreast, and boldly strike for 
liberty and honor. Tis every indiridual's bounden duty t 
Not one can waive a tittle of his rights, without betraying 
the whole cause oifte»dom^~^The whole A$9mbhf ofppmxn 
alrongly agiUxted ; Yiesko pauses a few moments^ andetmH* 
fiuee with' increased animaHon^y — Ah now you feel, and I 
perceiye you're moved ! The victory's decided. Already have 
I paved the way to glory ; say will you follow ? Fm prepared 
to lead you I These preparations that at £rst surpiizedy and 
even perhaps alarmed you, must now inspire you with fresh 
resolution. Let dreatns of glory sink the thoughts of fear, 
and apprehen8i<»i kindle to exertion. Now, now my frieftds, 
perform the part of Heroes. Now join this Patriot Band 
that thirsts for Freedom ; preserve your Country and destroy 
the Tyrant. Success will surdy wait on the event, because 
my platis secure it. Justice commands us to the bold 
attempt, because our Country suffers ; and Glory waves us 
onward to the deed, because Uie mighty danger we incur 
will render us Immortal ! 

z£HTURioKrE (in stormy enthusiasm.) 
Enough, enough, our Country shall be free. This be our 
watchword against Hell or Heaven I 
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zmom 
And may the maiii whjt>m sttch a^cry oxcaam not to exer- 
tion^ stin pant beneath the bonds of slayerji 'till the last 
tnunpet loosen them asunder I 

fusko. 
There qpeke the Haro I Now only do yon first deserve 
to know the clangers that impended oyer Genoa. 
(He giv0B them ikepapere dekvered to him 5y Ae Moon.) 
. Id^htfl^ l^ts here> Soldiers ! 

Fi£8KO (apart to Verbina.) 
Tis as I wish'dy my Friend I 

VBBIUNA. 

Speak not so loud. Mark there upon the left, how their 
knees trembl% and their colour ftdes. 

asBNTUttiONS (in a fx^e.) 
Twelre Senators I Infernal villainy! Gird on these 
swords directly. 

(Thejf atterize immediate on the weapons which la»f 
prepaitedfor tkem, two onfy excepted.) 

Your name stands likewise on tiie list, Baurgonino. 

BOUBGONINO. 

Yes, Imd please Heaven shall stand on Dona's throat 
before to*morrow dawns. 
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KENTtTIUONB. 

Here are two swords remaining t 

ZIBO. 

WhatI What! 

ZKNTUmoirBb 

Two swords, I say, remaining. Some must be unpro- 

Tided I 

ASSBRATO. 

My Brothers cannot bear the sight of blood ; jcm mvst 
excuse them. 

ZENTURIONB (viokfUfy.) 

What I what not Tyrant's blood I Tear them to pieces. 
Cowards f Cast forth the Bastards out of the Republic. 
(Same of Ae assembU^ rush fwrwushf ttpon thewh.) 
FIE8KO (mdeffiring.) 
Hold, hold, my Countrymen! shall Genoa owe her liberty 
to Slaves ? No— the pure cause that animates our hearts, 
admits not such pollution. We want not their assistance. 
(Liberates them.) You, Gentlemen^ must take up your 
abode within the Castle, till every thing is settled. (To 
the Sokkers.) Your prisoners ! You'll answer with your 
lives I Two steady Sentries at their threshold ! 

( They are led off^A knocking heard at Ae portal) 
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SENTBiEs (dudUnge.) 
Who comes there? 

KALKAGNO XwitkouU) 

A Friend I A Friend I Open the gate for God's sake I 

BOUROONIKO. 

It is KaUogi^o. What can he mean by this << For God*s 
sake ?" 

nssKo. 
Admit him^ Soldiers! 



SCENE VI. 



(Enter Kalkagno aiavmed and &ut of breath.) 

KALKAGNO. 

Fly, fly. Begone this instant — all is oyer ! 

BOURGONDfO. 

What is over? Are their souls made of brass ; or are 
onr swords but rushes ? 

FIESKO. 

Reflect, reflect Kalkagno ! Any mistake in such a case 
as this were not to be forgiven ! 
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I tell you we're betray'ed I 'Tis an m infemid truths bat 
you must know it That scoundrel of a Moor, Lavagna ! 
I come this moment from the pailac^. He had an au£ence 
with the Duke I 

{The whole of (he NoJMity tumpalef and even lPmB9L0 
himself changes colour.) 
VERKINA (in a tone of manly resolution,) 
Soldiers — advance your halberts ; I will not die upon the 
scaffold I 

(ITie whole dssembfy runs confissed and dispersed about 
the stage. 
viBSKQ (tnore eoUected.) 
What's this. What would you ? Go to the Devil with 
your jdkesi Kalkagno ; 'twas but a fibe ahnn, I do assure 
yon, Gentlemen I And you, Vernna ? I'm ashamed of you r 
And you too, Bourgonino ? Wheiie are you going ? 
BOXTsa^vmo (with mMemckolg firmness.) 
First home, and murder Bertha. Then— —return here I 

FIESKO {forcing a langhJ) 
Hold, hold one moment I Is this your courage. Tyrant- 
murderers ? Is this your resolution, staunch Republicans ? 
Kalkagno ! You've performed your part most admirably. 
( To the assembly.) Did you not observe that / was at the 
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bottom of the business. Confess at once, Kalkagno, did I 
not order you to pirt these Romans to the proof in this 
manner? 

VSRBIXA. 

Nay-^if you really laugh, I will believe it, or nerer more 
consider you as Man. 

FDBSKO. 

Forshame, for shame, my Countrymen, to sink in such a 
trifling test as this I Resume your weapons qmckly ; a 
Lion's courage scarcely would suffice to wipe away such 
stains. (Apart to Kajlkasso.') But were you there tfouv' 
self 9 . 

KALKAOMO (oMe.) 

I pressed through the Body Guard, agreeably to my in- 
structions, in order to discover the parole. Just as I was 
returning, the Mocft was brought into the Signoria. 
FOSSKO (aloud,) 

So the old gentleman was abed, was he ? Well rouse him 
from his feadiers and repose, I warrant me."-(apar^.)— -Did 
he speak long with the Duke ? 

KALKAONO. 

So great was 91^ alarm, and so imminent your danger, that 
I scarcely staid a moment. 
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FiESKO (aloud and jocosely.) 
See there now, how our Countrymen yet tremble. — . 
(Apart) But you should not hare blabbed this out so hastily I 

KALKAGNO. 

But what in God*s name, Count, will this felsehood of 
your*s benefit us ? 

FIESKO. 

Twill gire us ftme, my friend; the first alarm will then 
be over. — (Aloud.) Hillo there I Wine directly I — (Apart.) 
But tell me, did the Duke turn pale? — (Ahud) Come, 
come, my friends, let's once more drink success to our exer- 
tions.— ^^/mzW.) But did the Duke turn pale, I ask you? 

KALKAGNO. 

The first word that the Moor pronounced was certainly 
** Conspiracy." The Duke drew back as white it alabaster I 
FIESKO (a little confused*) 
The devil was mighty sly, Kalkagno ; not a word escaped 
him till the knife was at their throat. But now indeed he 
is their guardian angeL — (A Goblet is brought in — ^Fiesko 
takes it, and holding it up to the Assemhfyy^** Good Fortune 
be our Friend, my Countrymen." 

(A knocking ai the portal) 
sentries (challenge.) 
Who's there without ? 
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A VOICE. 

Escort from the Body-Guard I 
(ITie Noblemen run distracted and alarmed about 
the Stage.) 
FIESKO (rushes in the midst of them.) 
Not 80, not so, mj Countrymen ! Be not alarmed, for 
God's sake. Remember / am with you. Quick, quick, 
remove these weapons. Be men, I do entreat you. This 
message gives me reason to suppose that yet Andreas doubts 
of our intentions. Begone into the palace and collect your- 
selves. Soldiers I Unbar the portal. 

( The Noblemen enter the Castle — the Gate opens.) 



SCENE VII. 



FiESKO, as if fust coming from the Castle — I%ree Germans 
of the Body 'Guard bringing in the Moor bound. 

FIESKO. 

Who wants me in the Court-yard ? 

1st GERMAN. 

Conduct us to the Count. 
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FVSISKO. 

The Count is here— whRt would jou ? 

1st OSRttAM (pt^ hds hand to his cap.) 
His Highness greets your Lordidup^ and sends this Moor, 
whom he delivers orer to yoxxr mercy. He has most shame- 
fully informed against you. This note will tell you mof e. 
FIBSKO (tetking it with cartlhfi composure.) 
'Twas but the other day, you scoundrel, I promised you 
the Galleys I— (To the Orderly.) 'Tis good, my Friend' I 
Present His Highness my respect 

(Emt fdih the Escort.) 
MOOR (caUhg after &mn.) 
Present mine too, and tell him if he had not sent an ass, 
he would have learned that near three thousand men are 
lodged within the Castle. {The Noblemen reenter.) 



SCENE VIII. 



FiESKO.^— Con8piiiatoiis.*-The Moor standings with 
a look of hardened viUaif^f in the midst of them. 

CONSPIRATORS (start ba^ alarmed at the sight of him.) 
Ah what hare we here ? 
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(Having in the mean time read the note exdadmsin a 
tone of m/dancihob^ dtispondence.) 
The danger's past, my Conntrymen I But likewise the 
Conspiiacy I 

VEBRINA* 

What) are the Dorias daad ? 

FiESKO (wiik great emotfon^ 

By Heavens I was prepared to brave the thunders of the 
whole Republic I did not look for this. See how a weak 
old man^ even with four trifling lines, disanos three thousand 
men. (Letting hie hands faU motionlees on hie side.) Doria 
has overcome flesko ! 

BOURGONIKO. 

Explain yourseli^ for God's sake I 
FiBSKO (reads.) 
** Lavagna I Methinks your fiite aud mine are nearly si- 
milar. Your benefits procure you but ingratitude. . This 
Moor has just informed me of a plot against my life. I send 
him bound to you, and shall sleep to-night without a Body 
Guard!" 
(The paper drops from his handr^ The whoh Assemhfy 
contempUOe each other in silent astonisbment.) 
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VBRRINA. 

Well, what now, Fiesko ? 

PIBHCO (wiA dignify.) 

Shall then a Doria anrpass me in magnanimity ? Shall it 
be said that but the balance of one single Tirtae was want- 
ing to the race of the Fieskos ? Forbid it Hearen t I will 
be yet myself. Depart in peace, my Conntrymen. I will 
acknowledge all. {He it ru»hing owU) 

VERRIKA (detaining Mm.) 

What, hast thou lost thy senses ? Was it a school-boy's 
jest that we proposed to execute? Hold, I conjure you I 
Was't not the cause of Freedom and our Country? Or 
didst thou rather hasten to destroy the Man and not the 
Tyrant f Stop, I command you I I arrest you as a traitor 
to the SUte I 

GONBPiRATOBs (eurround fiesko.) 

Bind him I Bind him I Down with him 1 Down with 
him! 

* FIESKO. 

{Snabihing up a Swifrdy hewe his wc^ through ike midst 
of them,) 

Softly, softly, my good Countr3rmen I I should be glad 
to know, who is the first that dares to noose the Tyger ? 
Observe me, Gentlemen, I'm free and perfectly at liberty to 
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go where e'er I please. — (jETe moves proudly to the portal, — 
Hie CoNgPiRATORS contempkUe him with fixed cutomsh" 
ment.) — But, I've bethought me otherwise, and will remain 
here I 

BOUROOKINO. 

Bethought thee of thy duty? 

FIESKO. 

Talk not to me, Boy, of my duty. First know your own^ 
and learn to be respectful. Be tranquil, Gentlemen, all is 
as heretofore!— (7b the MooRy whose cords he hews asiirir 
der.) — Thou givest rise to the performance of a glorioni 
deed I Be this thy safety. Tremble and begone. 

KAUCAGNO. 

What, shall the heathen live and hare betray'd us ? 

FIESKO. 

Say rather Hve and haye alarmed you ? Scoundrel, begone, 
see, that you quit this territory qux<^y, or you'll be mur- 
dered yet to save our reputation. 
MOOR. ■ 

Well this is handsome now, Laragnal The Deyil is 
always mindful of his own. Your most obedient, Gentle- 
men, I see my halter will not grow in Italy. Ill seek for 
it elsewhere. 

■^ {Exit laughing.) 
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SCENE IX. 
Enter A Servant. 

SERVANT. 

The Lady Julia has already enquired three times for your 
Excellency. 

FIESKO. 

By Heavens that quite escaped me. We must indeed hegin 
the play directly. Tell her Tm there immediately. But 
stay one moment ; request my wife to step into the Concert- 
room and wait for me behind the Tapestry. 

(EsffU Servant) 
(To tJie Conspirators.) 

Here IVe distributed the different parts you have to act, 
on paper. If every one performs his own, the business is 
accomplished. Verrina, yon^ll proceed beforehand to the 
Harbour, and when the Ships are carried, £re a Gun — ^the 
signal for rievolt and insurrection. At present I must leave 
joul Another serious duty still remains me. When I 
nng, you'll meet me altogether in the Concert-room, meim 
time go in and drown your cares in Cyprus. 

{Exeunt omnes to the Castle,) 
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SCENE X. 
Concert-Room. 
Entei^ — Leonora — Rosa — Arabella. ! 

LEONORA. 

Fiesko said he*d meet me here — yet comes not. 
It's past Eleven o'clock. The Castle too 
Swarms dreadfully with Soldiers-^and still, 
Fiesko comes not. 

ROSA. 

He begs yoa will conceal yourself, 
Behind the Tapestry, ^Vhat can my Lord 
Intend by it ? 

LEONORA. 

Enough, if he desires it, 
I obey him. Bella, I have no right 
To be alarmed, and yet I tremble sadly. 
My heart beats fearfully against my bosom. 
For God's sake stir not from me. 

BELLA. 

Be not disturbed 
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On that account ; our fears hare totally subdued 
Our curiosity. 

LEONORA. 

Which way I turn my eye, 
Strange countenances meet me, convuls'd with fear, 
And pale with apprehension. 
Whomerer I accost, starts trembling from me, 
And rushes to the thickest gloom of night, 
That last sad refuge of a guilty conscience. 
If any dare to answer, 'tis in a half-formed sound. 
That lingers doubtful on the trembling tongue. 
And seems afraid to issue from its mansion. 
Some dreadful work is here in agitation, 
I do not know it, and I will not ask it. 
But oh I where'er his venturous spirit leads Him, 

(JRaising her voice and hands with gra^cefid animaiion,) 
Watch o'er him. Heavenly guards, and shield 
My lov'd Fiesko ! 

ROSA {starting.). 
Heavenly Powers, 
What rustling was that along the gallery ? 

BELLA. 

'Tis the Soldier who is posted there as Sentinel I 
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FIESKO. 








SENTRY (ehaUengei 


'•) 


Who comes 


there? 


ANSWER. 

« Friend !" 

LEONORA. 





aoo 



They are coining this waj, 
Quick, quick, behind the Tapestry. 

(They conceal themselves.) 




SCENE XL 



Er^er Jcjlia and F^Ko in canverstxUon. 

JULIA. 

Forbear, Count, I entreat jou. Your compliments 

Fall not in idle ears, but in a boiling blood. 

Where am I? 

There's no one here but the seducing night, 

Ah whither would you lead my unprotected heart ? 

FIESKO. 

There Julia, 

Where desponding love assumes a tone of boldness, 
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Where soft emotions mutttuBj ame. 

And kindred hearts communicate with frMkm^ 

Stop, stop, Fiesko I By all'thtil^s hlsarenly^ 
Proceed no further ; were -not the night so dark. 
You'd mark the bnniingp biuelits on -my dieeks. 
And exercise your mercy. 

Far otherwise, 
I can assure you, Julia! Inf^mM 
By such a sight, my passion would hut catch 
The fire of thine, and hum with donhle ardour* 
{Ferven^tf kissing her hand.) 

Alas I your cheek is feyerish as your speech. 

Even in my own I feel the glpw pf passion, 

I recogniase the wild d^^trnctiye iife» 

That ravages my heart I Let's seek the tight I beg you, 

Lest the weak senses raised to such a pitch 

Should mark the dangerous darkness that surrounds us. 

Quick, qmek, these daring Traitors will taike advantage 

Of the absent day, and lure me to my ruin. 

Go amid men, I charge you ! 
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WiMSKO. 

Why without QWBe, so appf«hen8»re, Julia ? 
Surely the Mistress Aeed not fear her Slave I 

JULIA. 

Oh, l^ow you nr^en delight in contradictioiis ! 
As if yon were not then oompletest victors. 
When you l^nd lowest to our whims and follies ! 
Shall I confess the' truth to you, Fiesko ? 
Tis vanity alone supports our Virtue ! 
My pride alone has hitherto secured me I 
My principles have warr'd with my affections I 
At length when every artifice has fail'd, 
You make your last appeal to Julia's passions. 
Here you're but too successful I Leave me. 
For God's sake leave me I 

FIESKO. 

And what if you indulged me> 
Julia ? Surely the loss were trifling I 

JULIA. 

Trifling the loss of Innocence and Honor ! 
What more could I relinquish ? UnfeeUog scoffer I 
And would you wring from me the hard confession. 
That all the secret wisdom of our sex, 
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Is, but a mere precaution to preeerre them ? 

Must I degrade myself once more to tell you. 

That pride and inclination are at strife^ 

And wage eternal war&re in our bosoms ? 

That when your oaths have triumph'd o'er our nature, 

'Tis yanity alone defeats your hopes^ 

And stands the Guardian of our sinking yirtne ! 

Virtue I the rallying point of all our weakness^ 

The cause of all our artifice and struggles ; 

The light, the life, the lustre of our being! 

This to defend is woman's highest glory ; 

This to preserye, her noblest ambition. 

Possess'd of this, she wears a Seraph's br^htness, 

Depriy'd of it, she fedes-— « hXien — ^Angel I 

As round the King at chess, the pieces moye, 

And form a rampart to secure his safety. 

So round our virtue, rally all our fears, < 

And every Art is us'd for its protection. 

Remove these guardian barriers for a moment. 

Defenceless nature sinks without a bkw, „ 

And infiuny and ruin, are-— our portion. 

This is the picture of our boasted greatness. 

Survey it, and — ^be generous, Fiesko ! 
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And jet, Julia I 

Where better could this treasure well repose, 

Than on the bosom dF eternal lore? 

JULIA. 

Oh no where better, and yet, no where worse. 

Answer me this, Fiesko I 

How long would your ** Eternity" endure ? 

Alas I IVe gone too &r to hesitate, 

IVe risk'd too much already, not to yenture 

The last chance of Fortune that remains. 

Bol^y I hare confided in my charms 

To win and to ensnare you, but I mistrust alas, 

Their utmost power, to fett^ and retain I 

The Chain will soon be broken I But what is this 

I*m saying ? I forget myself. 

(^She dflraxo9 back and covers her Jhce wi^ her hancL) 

FIESKO. 

You do 
Indeed, Signora I Two sins within a breath; 
I scarce know which is least to be forgiven. 
The one that challenges Fiesko's taste. 
Or that which calls your lof eliness in question. 
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Falsehood's the cuniiing armoury of HeU» 
Fiesko needs not thisi to eoiviiier JnUik ! 

But yet a word, Fiesko ! Atketch 

Of Woman's character. We're Heroines 

When we know onr yirtue is in sai^y» 

Children when we are called on to defend. 

But Furies when we're driyen to revenge it. 

Oh if you have deceiy'd me I If in cold Uood 

You have seduc'd my weakness ? If this be hard. 

Remorseless villainy, and not the impulse 

Of a generous passion. Then-^then-^-by Heavens I 

PISSKO. 

{Interrupting her and aesvming an air of angry 
vehemence.) 
Hard, remorseless villainy ! 
Nay, this is past enduring. Insatiable vanity I 
What next Would it re^re, or could it look for ? 
When man submissive crouches at its feet, 
It taxes him with fidsehood and unkindness. 
But I'd forgot myself. — ^At length my eyes are open. 
What is it, I would thus so meanly sue for ? 
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The greatest &yor womau ma Ipi^stow 

But ill deserves ma&-i^i(fbte«t4kgVBda|ion I 

(Bowing to her m^^cMmid foumd-p dUmm .) 
Take courage^ Madam I Yoq «re jaow in tfafoty I 

JULIA. 

Heavensy Count, wliat a contftruotion I 

FiESKo (wUh themimost indifference,) 

No, Madam, 
You are perfectly G«ireck. I yi«ldto«yaur opinion. 
Our mutual honor's certainly at stake. 

(Kissing her kandmihfoosfy etbittfy.) 
Permit me to conduct you to the company. 
■ (Leading kerheutUy out.) 

J9LIA. 

Stop, I conjure yon, tare you mad, Fiesko ? 
Must I then openly declare it to you ? 
Must I confess what not the wealth of worlds, 
Not even the sight of the whole race of man, 
In tears, or on their knees, should have extorted ; 
What my proud soul would scorn to have hetray'd, 
Even on the scaifold, or a bed of torture! 
Alas I the heavy gloom that now surrounds us, 
Is still too light to hide my burning blushes, 
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Fiesko I Oh 'tis a dagger in my sex's heart 
My sex at large will censure and despise me. 
Eternal hatred rests upon the word. 

But I will brave it all Fiesko I 

I ' adore you I 

(She falls on her knees before him.) 

FIESKO. 

(Steps hcbde a few paeesy and after aUomng her to remain 
in this position for some time bursts out at length into 
a hud laugh,) 
Upon my word that's most unfortunate, 
Signora I 

(He rings the beU^ and raising the Tapestry leads Leonora 
forward.) 
Behold my wife I An Angel 
Of a woman I 

^Sinks into her arms.) 

JUUA. 

(Springing with frantic horror from tJie ground.) 
Oh yillainy — r-unheard of I 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene XIL FIESKO. 217 

SCENE XIL 

The Former. — Enter Conspirators on the one side — 
Ladies and Company on the other. 

LEONORA. 

Oh this was too severe^ Fiesko. 

FIESKO. 

So bad a heart 
Deserv'd no other treatment. I owed this justice 
To your tears. But think not, Gentlemen, 
That I am wont to burst into a blaze 
On every slight occasion. The follies of the world 
Amuse me long, before they irritate me. 
But here my indignation is excusable. 
This woman has deserv'd my utmost vengeance. 
She mix'd this powder for my angel wife I 
(^He shews the poison to the assemhfyy who start back in 
silent horror.) 
JULIA (^endeavouring to conceal her fury.) 
'Tis well, Sir I Very well indeed 1 Good evening. Sir I 

(going.) 

FIESKO. 

(Seizes her by the arm and leads her back into the apartment.) 
Have patience, if you please, Madam, we are not 
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Finished yet. This company wonld perhaps desire 
To know, how I could so helie my character 
As to appear enamonr*d of a Fool I 

JULIA. 

This is not to he home, hot learn to tremhie> Sir ! 
Doria commands in Genoa, and Jnli a ■ 
Is his Sister I 

FIfiSKO. 

You are really to he pitied, Signora, 

If this he the last effusion of your yengeance. 

Unluckily I must inform you, 

That your Brothers Diadem is now heeome 

A halter, with which he will atone 

For his misconduct, to the State this erening. 

( Oheervmg Julia turn pale*) 
What I this was une3q)ected, was it ? 
On Ms account I found it necessary 
To keep your house employed^-end draw off 
Its attention. On t?ns account, 
I languished at your feet, affected love. 
And went thro' all the mockery of passion. 
On this account, I let yon jewel fall, 

(Pointing to Leonora.) 
And fed your vanity while I despised it. 
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The game ran blindly in the open sa8re> 
Nor learnt its danger, tiU it lost its safet)r. 
A thousand thanks for all your goodness to me^ 
At present Fve no longer need of it. 
Permit me to return the badge with wbidb 
You honoured me. 

{Presenting her Miniature.) 
My only liyery now, 
Is— conjugal affection. 

X4S0NORA. 

{Hanging en his (xtm wi^ generous kindness.) 
But see she weeps, Fiesko I 

Oh let your Leonora intercede for her ! 
juiiiA {ftmousfy.) 

Be silent, wretch I 

FIESKO {to a Servant,) 
Come, shew your gallantry, 

My friend ! Offer her Ladyship your arm. 

Convey her to my prison I Let not a soul 

Intrude upon her I Come quick t The wind is high 

Without there, and the storm, that rives the House 

Of Doria to its basis^-^^might diseompos 

Her Head-dress I 
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JUUA (tMing.) 
The curse of Hearen light on thee. 
Damned hjpocrite I 

( WiUfy to Leonoba«) 
Rejoice not at thy triunipbip 
Himself and thee he will destroy, and the n 
Despair I (Eant.) 

FIESKO (to his Guests.) 
YouVe heard the prophecy I 
Assist me to avert it. I place my honor 
In yonr hands. You'll call me on the signal ! 

(Exeunt Guests amd Conspuutors.) 



SCENE XIII. 
Leonora. — Fiesko. 

LEONORA. 

(Approaching him with tender anxiety.) 
Fiesko ! My Fiesko I I scarcely comprehend you, 
But I begin to tremble ! 
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FiESKo (significanthf.) 
Leonora I 
Once I beheld you take the second place, 
I saw you yield precedence to another. 
It cut me to the heart Mj pride resolv'd 
It should be so no longer. Henceforth it ceases I 
Hear*8t thou the warlike tumult in my Castle ? / 
What you Hare fear'd — ^is true. Gatedtt^, Countess I 
When to-morrow dawns, I will awake the — Princess. 

LEONORA. 

{clasping her hand$ together and thromng herse^into a chair) 
Oh my presentiment I 'Tis as I fear'd, 
And I am lost for erer ! 

FIESKO (with dignify.) 

But hear me, Leonora. 
Two of my Ancestors hare worn the triple Crown.* 
The Blood of the Fieskos, only flows 
With health and freedom, underneath the Purple. 



I scorn the borrowed splendours of inheritance. 
My Light must be my own ; my Glory — ^unreflected. 
You would not hare your Husband, owe his greatness. 
To the mere accident of birth and fortune. 

• The Crown worn by the Popes at their inauguration. 

Q 
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You would not have me linger on the road, 
That leads to Immortality and Honor, 
Because Dame Nature in a frolic mood, 
Stamp'd me at once with splendors not my own, 
And launched me into life, ■ a Count Fiesko. 
No, my Leonora ! 

I am too proud to harbour as a gift. 
What my own soul ordains me to accomplish. 
To-night, I take my leave of my Forefiftthers ; 
Cast back their borrowed Trophies in the grave. 
And rise the founder of a race of Princes. 
The Counts Lavagna have expired. 
Henceforth shall Kings succeed them I 

LEONORA. 

(Shaking her head eorrowfulhf and breaking out with 
melancholy/ wildness.) 
1 see him iall beneath a thousand wounds I 
I see the mute supporters bear his body. 
Cold and disfigur'd to it's silent mansion I 

I see (starting tip with frantic horror.) 

Great God, the first, the only shot that's fired. 
Flies thro' Fiesko's heai*t I 

FIESKO (taking her tenderly by the hand.) 

Not so, my Love ! Be tranquil I 
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This first, this only shot, will not molest me I 

LEONORA. 

And dares Fiesko challenge Heayeh so boldly ? 

Dares he so confidently boast his safety ? 

Reflect but for a moment I 

Were there ten thousand chances in your favor, 

And but one solitary cast against you, 

Still might that single east be realized. 

And my Fiesko ruined I Fancy the stake were Heaven I 

Suppose eternal happiness depended, 

Upon a single throw ? Say would you shake 

The dice, with desperate rashness, and dare 

Your great Creator to the contest ? 

No I no I Fiesko? 

When every hope is hazarded at once, 

Each cast is Blasphemy-Breach throw is Ruin ! 

FIESKO (smiling,) 
Be not disturbed, I beg you I Fortune and I 
Have settled that already I 

LEONORA. 

Ah I say you so ? 
And stood you then unmov'd to-night at Faro ? 
That soul-convulsing game they call amusement 
Saw you not there the sly device of Fortune ? . 
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How first she flattered-^hen, betray'd her victim. 

Allor'd him with the gift of small successes, 

Till warm with hope aad ea§er £ot the prize, 

He stak'd his all against the pool before him. 

Then did you mark the sad reverse he snffer'd ? 

Desperate and rash, he turned the &tal card, 

And sank at once to misery and ruin I 

The fickle goddess laughing at bis pain, 

Flapp'd her light wings and settled on another I 

These are the tricks of Fortune t Be prudent, 

And avoid them I Think you, Fiesko, 

That the Genoese, will in one moment 

Idolize and love you ? That you need only 

Shew yourself to-day, and rise a Prinpe,. 

A Demigod to-morrow? Mistrust the pleasing dreams 

Of expectation. Tis no such easy task. 

To wake the cold Republican to life. 

Or rouze the slumbering patriot into action. 

Habitual Tyranny unmans the soul, 

And Freedom droops beneath the wing of power. 

Rely not on these Traitors I The wisest 

That incite you to the deed, suspect 

And fear yonr greatness. The foolish few that 

Idolize your power, tend little to support it. 
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And whichsoever way I turn my eye, 
Is my Fiesko rained ! 

FIESKO. 

Away with 
All these childish apprehensions I The worst of dangers 
Is a little soul. Greatness demands a sacrifice I 

LEONORA. 

Greatness, Fiesko I Oh be not so blind, 

To the warm feelings that inspire my cautions. 

Grant, for a moment, that yon are successful. 

Allowing for an instant, you have conquered ! * 

What would become of me ? 

Of me, of all my sex the most unhappy. 

Wretched if Fortune frowns upon your hopes, 

But still more wretched, if her smiles attend them. 

Here is no choice, my best belov'd, remaining. 

Unless a King — ^Fiesko must be ruined, 

And if a King — Leonora's lost her husband. 

FIESKO. 

I do not comprehend you. 

LEONORA. 

Attend a moment I 
Amid the stormy regions of a Throne, 
The tender plant of Love, declines and withers. 
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No human heart, and were that heart Fiesko's, 

Has room to nourish two almighty passions* 

Passions, so much at variance with each other* 

Lore is compos'd of tean, and understands them. 

Ambition's eyes are lead, wherein the dews 

Of sympathy ne'er shone, nor soft compassion's gems 

Were seen to sparkle. Lore has one single good> 

One sole desire. The rest of the Creation, 

Is as nothing to it. Ambition's fury 

Lays all nature waste, and after ravaging 

A conquered world, insatiate \ , (ants for more t 

Ambition makes a Paradise a Prison, 

While Love converts a Desart to Elysium. 

Say on my bosom could you sink to rest. 

If some unruly vassal shook your power, 

Or hurl'd defiance at 3rour tottering Throne ? 

Say, could I fly with transport to your arms, 

If the cold drops that damp a Tyrant's brow. 

Eternally bedew'd your manly fwehead ? 

If pale Suspicion sadden d every hour, 

Drove you with wildering fear from room to room. 

And led you to expect at every turn 

The Bravo's sword or curst Assassin's dagger ? 

Yet this were nothing if your Love remained ! 
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But, would the PleasureB of domestic life 

Continue undefiled ? Believe me-^not— Fiesko. 

Dark eyed Mistrust would breathe a pest upon them ; 

And when your Leonora's friendly hand, 

Prepared you drink, or ofFer'd you refreshment, . 

You'd start convulsive from the profFer'd bowl, 

And stigmatize Affection as a Poisoner. 

FIBSKO. 

( Who has been moving thoughtftdhf up and down the roomy 

stops short ufUh a look of 'horror and astonishmmU) 
Cease, cease,* for God's sake, Leonora. 
This is too dreadful I 

LEOKORA. 

And yet the picture is not half completed. 

Yes, I would tell you " give up Love for Greatness." 

Abandon peace and happiness for Honor, 

Provided you could still remain, Fiesko. 

But here's the dagger that assails my heart ! 

Seldom do angels mount upon a Throne. 

More seldom still continue there, unalter'd. 

Say, will the man that needs not fear his fellows, 

Will He, whose awful nod commands a world, 

Who, at each wish, can bid the arm of power 

Laupch forth its Thunder and enforce submission. 



Digitized by 



Google 



228 FIESKO. Act IV. 

Will He consider it as worth his whilef 

To speak with lenity or act with justice ? 

(She paugea Jar a moment, and then stepping vp to Am ¥>ith 

modest dignity, takes him by the hand and continues in a 

strain of fine severity.) 

And what, I ask, are Princes ? 

The misform'd produce of aspiring nature, 

That aims at more than she can well accompli^r 

The sad abortions of a daring soul. 

That teems with thoughts, it has not power to utter* 

The wild, the frantic frenzies of a brain. 

That soars from earth, but cannot reach to heayen I 

Unhappy Beings, turbulent^ and wicked ! 

FIESKO (hurrying with hasty strides about the room^y 
Cease, Cease. It is too late. IVe passed the Rubicon I 

LEONORA. 

And why too late, my husband ? Tis deeds alone 
That are not to be cancelled I 

( With playful tenderness.} 
Not along ago 
You swore to me, my charms, had ruined all your plans 
And resolutions. 'Twas Msely sworn, dissembler ! 
Or else these charms hare prematurely withered ; 
Ask your own heart, Fiesko, which is guilty ? 
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(Embreuimg Jdm wiA fervor.) 
Come, come, collect yoniself. 
Renounce these dazsding schemes of future greatness. 
Lore shall indemnify for loss of fame. 
And soft affection compensate for glory I 
Is my fond heart unable to content you ? 
Believe me, you will find the diadem 
Too poor to satisfy ambition's wishes ; 
It is not half so rich as my affection I 
Come, I will learn each wish of your's by heart ; 
My only aim shall be to make you ha{^y ; 
ril blend all natnre'a raptures in a kiss ; 
Unite Lore's Transports in one fond endearment ; 
Lavish at once a thousand joys upon you, 
And bind you to xaj arms with wreaths of roses* 
You shall not j;o, Fiesko I 
My flowery chains shall hold the wanderer fast. 
And smiling love shall triumph o'er ambition* 

FIESKO (stronghf affwted.) 
Oh Leonora I what have you effected ? 

(Sinking subdued upon her neck.) 
I yield to your entreaties. They have conquered ! 

LEONORA (with eager emoHan.) 
Then let us fly, Fiesko ! Let us leave 
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The glittering foUies of the world behind us. 
Let's hasten to the shades of rural life, 
In some romantic region seek repose, 
And dedicate our hours to joy and lore I 

(She presses him to her breast with warm enthusitum,) 
Then will our soula unblemished hj the past, 
Be pure and cheerful as the azure heaven ; 
No pangs of conscience shall disturb our joys; 
No tears of sorrow shall bedew our pleasures ; 
Our hours shall be a series of enjoyment, 
And life's calm current, like the limpid stream 
That flows in murmuring cadence o'er the valley, 
Shall glide in blissful melody along, 
And hold its course, undeviating to Heaven I 
(At this moment the Gun is heard — Fibsko springs from her 
embrace — The whole of the Conspirators enter the BaiL) 

CONSPIRATORS. 

The hour is come I 

FIESKO (aside to Leonora.) 
Farewell for ever I 
Or to-morrow's dawn, sees Genoa at your mercy. 

BOUROONINO. 

The Countess faints I 
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( They all crowd round Leonora — Fiesko throws him»elf 
at her feet,) 

FIE8KO. 

Leonora ! my Leonora I 
Save her, for God's sake, save her I 

^ {Enter Rosa and Bella to her a>$iietance.) 

FIESKO. 

But softly, 
She revires I Again her eyes are open. 

{Springing ftp heraioalfy.) 
** Then haste and close the Dorias for ever !" 
{The whole of the CoNSPiATORSy Fiesko at their heady 
draw their swords^ and msh with enthueiasm 9Ui of the 
Saloon,) 



The Curtain falls. 



END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

Time— Past Midnight. - ^ 

A large Street in Genoo^^-^Here and there the Lamps at 
some Houses are seen huming, but graduaUy go out* — In 
the hack ground is a view of the St. Thomas Gate, which 
is closed.^ Beyond this agedn^ in perspective, is the Sea.-^ 
Several people cross the Stage with Lantemsy SfC^^^After- 
ujards the Round and PairoUs. — All is quiet. — The Sea 
alone beats rudely at a distance. 

(FiESKO enters in complete Armoury and remains for a short 
time standing opposite the Dukes Palace.) 

FIESKO. 

Tis as the old man told me ! The lights extinguished I 
All the guards removed I I'll ring the heU. — (ringing.) . 
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Hillo, awake Andreas, awake ! Thou'rt sold, 
Betray'd and ruin'd I Doria awake, awake I 

(Andreas appears at the Balcony.) 

ANDREAS. 

Who rang the bell ? 

FiESKO (in an altered voice.) 

Ask not, but follow me I 
Thy star is faded. Prince I thj sun extinguished I 
Genoa rebels against thee I Thy Executioners 
Are near at hand, and thou canst sleep, Andreas ? 

ANDREAS (with dignity,) 
I remember, when my Bellona struggled 
With the wares ; the Ocean roar'd in boisterous tempest 
Round her ; her labouring timbers groaned beneath 
The flood, and the big masts rolled headlong 

0*er her quarters, and still Andreas* slumbers 

Were unbroken ! Who sends the Executioners ? 

FIESKO. 

A man more dreadful t)ian you^roaring ocean, 
The Count Laragna, '< Ti«iiiiii1i: Fiesko I" 

ANDREAS. 

YouVe merry, friend, this evening, but bring your jokes 
By day-light. Tis now too late to listen to them. 
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FIEBK0. 

And dost thou then despise thy Monitor ? 

ANDREAS. 

Not so. I thank him, and return to bed ! 

Fiesko's almost drank himself asleep, 

And has no time» just now, to think of Doria I 

FIESKO. 

Unfortunate old man. Trust not the gilded Serpent ; 

True his scales glitter, but his tooth is poison. 

Seren various colours sparkle on his back 

And lure the unwaiy traveller to destruction. 

With eager haste he heedlessly approaches* 

Intent he gazes on the speckled folds 

That roll in subtle brilliai^cy ai'ound him, 

'Till fixed and rooted by the reptile's glance, 

He finds too late his error, in his ruin. 

Thou wouldst not barken to a traitor's voice. 

But listen, listen to a Mend's entreaties ; 

Contemn not my advice, I do conjure you I 

A Horse stands ready saddled in the Court- Yard. 

Fly, fly, Andreas, while the power remains you ; 

Too soon, 'twill be, too late I 

ANBRBAS. 

Fiesko's heart is noble ! 
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I nerer injured him I He wont betray me I 

FIBSKO (quiek^.) 
Yes, jesy his heart is noble ! You nerer injured him. 
And yet betrays you I 

ANDREAS. 

If BOy there stands a Body-Guard 
That shall ensure my safety, although Fiesko 
Paid a Host of Angels I 

FIESKO (seomfuMy.) 
rd like to speak to them ; 
Tve got some letters for eternity, 
And they might carry them .... 

ANDREAS (with grandeur.) 
Unfeeling Scoffer ! 
Dost thou not know, Andreas Doria*s 

Eighty years of age, and Genoa happy ? 

(^He quiU the Balcony,) 
FIESKO {following him with a look of astonishment.) 
And must I first of all overthrow this man, 
Before I learn, how hard it is to imitate him ? 

( Walking pensively up and down far some moments.) 
But no, IVe balanced all his claims upon me. 
Greatness has vied with greatness, IVe opposed. 
To Virtue, Virtue ! and to Honor, Honor I 
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At length we're quits, Andreas I And now, 
Destmction take thy course ! My soul's determin d ! 
{He hasUm down a nde Street. — The Drums heat to arm$ 
from every quarter. — A tharp Engagement at the Thomas 
Gate, which is ai length burst open and discovers a View 
of the Harbour and Shipping, aU iUwninated ! 



SCENE II. 



Enter Gianettino Doria in a scarlet mantle. 
LoMELLiNO. — Servants with Torches. 

GIANETTINO (stopping shoH.) 
Who bade them beat to arms ? 

LOMELLIN. 

There was a gun, 
Fir d from the Galleys ! 

GIANETTINO. 

Surely the slaves 
Hare risen in mutiny I 

(Heavy fire at the Thomas Gate.) 

LOMELLIN. 

What firing's that, for God's sake ? 
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OIANBTTINOb 

Ah I The g»ta bunt open! Guards in uproar tool 
Qtddi, )ttidc» and light me to the Harboiu^ 



SCENE III. 



Thb FoRMEifr— £hl«r Bourgoniko mid CoKsrauTonsy 
coming from ihe Thomoi Gate. 

BOUnOONINO. 

Sehastian Leskaro is a gaUant Soldier. 

ZBN'n7IIIDK& 

Fought like a Tyger till he fell 1 

oiAXiErcTWo{HeppingbckiA^A$ 
Ah I what's that I bear I Let's listen I 

BOUROONIKO. 

Who goes there with the flambeau ? 

MyPriimr 
They're enemies I Steal off here by tbe left I 

Stand &8t and glTe this wiktcb*wovd I 
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oiANETTiNO (dromng hi9 tword Juriousl^.) 
Sulgection and Doria I 
BOi7ROONmo (advancing in drBenyiilagiiisUioi^) 
Thou robber of my Country and my Bride I 
Thns let me rindicate their mntnal Honor. 
Stir not a step, my countrymen, the £ght 
Be mine alone ! At length has vice delirered up 
Her yictim ! 

Murder, murder I Rerenge me, 
Lomellin ! 

LOMELLm, 

Help, help here I Murder ! murder I 

ZENTUBIONEU 

The ^ound is mortal t Make liie Count a prisoner. 
(houmjAX i» taken.) . 
LOMELUK ^on his knees,) 
Oh q[Hire my life, and I ^U join, your >party. . 

BO0]IOOKD«O. 

And lives this monster yet? Yon coward may escape I 

(LgilELUN/Mif*) « 
SBMTinaONE. 

The Thomas Gate our own, «nd Doria lifslest I 
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Run quicky and gi?e Fid^o the iot^Kgenceb 

OIAKETTINO. 

Curse— on— —Fiesko I (dies.) 

BOURQONiNO (drawing his iword firom lAtf hod^*) 
Grenoa is free— — 
And Bertha ? Give me your sword, Zenturione I 
Go take this blood stain'd steel onto my Bride, 
And tell her Bourgonino has avenged her. 
rU follow with the nuptial kise directly. 

(BxeumU hauHhf dijffwi^Mt way$.) 



SCENE IV. 



Andreas Doria.— XjERMans of the Body Guard. 

Isf GEBHAK. 

The tumult came from yonder I Throw yoursdf quick ' 
On horseback. 

ANDREAS. 

Let me once more behold, 

The Towers of Genoa, and then I No, it is not 

A dream I Andreas is betray'd ! 
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Svo OSMIUM 

EnemieSy 
On erery quarter I Quick, quick, beyond the firontiers ! 

ANDK&AS* 

(Unrowing hmtey^ on the bodj/t <^hU Nephm*)^ 
Here will I die I Talk not a aoul of fleeing I 
Here lies tbe hope, the. solace of mj age I 
Mj star has &ded ; my, career is ended I 
(Kalkagno appeten at a disUmce with CpN^PUATona.);. 

Lsr QERHAN. ^ 

Murder I mnrder I flj^ flyj old Prince, for God*6 sake I 
{The drunu s<nmd again from aU sides.) 

ANDKBAB. 

Hark, hark there, Foreigners I 

These are the Genoese whose chains I broke ; 

To whom I gave the sweets of liberty* 

( Covering his face with his doak.) 
Say, do they thus repay such blessings 
In ifour Country ? 

2nd GERMAN. 

Quick, quick, my Lord, I beg you I 
Our German bones shall shield you from these slaves, 
And find their swords employment. 
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(Kalkagno approcbches.) 

ANDREAS. 

Leave tne^ 
A&A save yourselves ! I claim not your protection ! 
Go publish to the world what you* have seen. 
Bid distant nations tremble at the tale I 
'< The Genoese rebelVd and slew ^their Father I'' 

1st GERMAN. 

Oh no, my Lord, not quite so bad as that. 
Halt there, good comrades. Form a circle round him, 
And teach these scoundrels some respect for Virtue t 
(Guard firms quickly r<yimd the Duke. Enier Kalkagno 
wWi his party.) 

KALKAGNO {coUs aloud.) 

Stand there. What have we here ? 

GERMANS {faUing on him sword in hand,) 
Hard knocks and German valour I 

(JExewnt Jigl^ing.) 
GlANETTlNo's hody is home off. 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Leonora in man's clothes* — ^Arabella fiUowing her. 
Both stealing eauHoush/ across the Stage. 

ARABELLA. 

Away, awaj from here, for God's sake ! 

LEONORA. ' 

Yonder the tumult rages I Hark I was not that 
A dying groan that smote me I 

(Assuming an air of fremsied wildness.) 
See they surround him I 
At Fiesko's heart they point theit dreadful engines I 
The glittering tuhes are pregnant with destruction. 
Ah ! now they fire I Hold ! hold ! It is — ^my Husband I 

ARABELLA. 

But for Heayen s sake, Signora I 

LEONORA (wildly,) 
Fiesko I my Fiesko I 
See how his coward party kg behind him I 
The faith of rebels is not to be trusted I 

(In a tone of frantic horror,) 
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What, is mj Husband then a Rebel Chieftain? 
Does my Fiesko combat as a Traitor? 

ARABELLA. 

Not 80, Signora ; but as Genoa's Patriot, 
The first, the foremost of her glorious Sons 
That strike for Liberty,, and thirst for Honor. 

LEONORA (aitentwely.) 
Ah I that were something! and did Leonora tremble ? 
Shall She nrho glories in Lavagna's name, 
Who proudly calls the great Fiesko, Husband, 
Shall She, unmindful of her Hero's famey 
Oppose his courage with a woman's weakness ? 
No, I will rise superior to my sex, 
I'll hail the Bitriot with a Heroine's ardot^r ; 
No foolish tears shall damp the joys of conquest. 
With eager zeal I'll clasp him in my arms, 
And catch the fire that animates his bosom. 
When Men contend for kingdoms, Arabella I 
'Tis ours to imitate the great example. 
My spirit glows with ardour not its own^ 
And longs to enter in the lists of glory; 

( The- Drums are again heard from aU quarters.) 
Hark ! Hark ! Fm summoned to the martial scene r 
Yon sound is music to my ears I Farewell I 
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ru dare the combat. 

ARABBLLA (dtupmg her htmdi tog$thmrJ) 
MeraM Heayenl 

USONORA. 

Softljy what have we here ? 

(Stumbling over Gianbttino's eloak.) 
A hat and mantle I 
Ah I a sword too, Bella l^^ramng t^)— -a heavj sword ; 
But I will striye to wield it. The sword at least 
Will not disgrace its wearer. 

( The alarm it agam eaunded.) 

ARABSLLA. 

Listen, for God's sake I 
What peals of thunder roar from every quarter ! 
Hare mercy, Heaven ! How dreadful ! 

LEONORA (t» frenzied eestat^.) 
Say rather how enchanting I 
Tis in that thunder, that Fiesko speaks, 
'Tis ]|ow Lavagna communes with his Country I 
Hurrah I Were music neyer half so sweet ! 
E'en in these Drums I recognize his Toice, 
And hail the first-bom sounds of rising Freedom. 
Heavens, how my bosom glows with patriot zeal. 
How my flush'd cheek is crimson'd o'er with con<piest. 
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Genoa is free, and my Fiesko triumphs I 

But say — shall hirelings only claim his praise ; 

Shall mere Adventurers partake his glory ? 

No ! Leonora's self shall dare the war, 

And learn to bleed for Freedom and her Country. 

Returning then— I'll challenge his applause ; 

My Hero shall embrace a Heroine I 

My Brutus, clasp a Roman to his bosom. 

(PutHngtm^ hat and throwing A0 scarlet fimntie rounds 

Behold me I I am — ^Portia I 

ARABELLA. 

Great God I You know not 
What you do^ Signora I Surely you rave I 
{The alarm continues.) 

LBONORA. 

Poor wret<5hl 

And canst thou listen to th' inspiring sounds, 

And not partake my frenzy ? 

The very Stones are wet with silent tears 

Because they cannot spring and join Fiesko. 

The yery Palaces upbraid their Founders 

For fixing them so fim^y in the earth, 

Because they cannot rush to do him homage. 

The Shores themselres lament the Law of Nature 
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That binds them to confine the raging^ .oce«n ; 
Fain would these harriers forsake their station, 
Abandon Genoa's Glories to the deep, 
And dance attendance on Fiesko's banners I 
Why Death himself accompanies his progress I • 
Fiesko's Drums have scared him from the grave, 
And forced him to partake his toils and glory. 
And thou art still afraid ! Begone then, 
I will find the way myself. 

ARABfiiiLA. 

Great God I you would not surely 
Act so madly. 

LEONORA (with pride and heroimu) 
By Heayens 'tis my intention. 
Yes, where the dreadful tumult fiercest rages, 
Where my Fiesko's self spreads terror round him. 
Thither I'll bend my steps and share his glory. 
Methinks I hear them ask — ^Is that Lavagna ? 
Is that the man whom none must hope to conquer, - 
Whose Eye is lightning, and whose Arm is ruin ? 
Who rears the avenging steel in Genoa's cause. 
And nobly triumphs for his Country's Freedom? 
Yes, Genoese, I answer — *^ That's Laragna I 
<< That's Genca^s migfatiest Man ! 
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" His Country's Sftviour-— and*— - 

<« Ltcmora's HnAbaod V* 
(Enter Sacco and Consfuiators.) 
SACCO (chulleng€9.) 
Who goes there ? Doria or Fiesko I 

LEONORA (wM enthmiawi.) 

Freedom and Fiesko I 
(She hastens down one of the streets — Tumult on the stage — 
Arabella is carried off' the opposite way.) 



SCENE VI. 
Enter SaccoJ— Ejilkagno with their Parties meeting. 

KALKAONO. . 

Andreas has escaped I 

SACCO. 

Ah! you'd better not tell that Fiesko. He'll scarcely 
thank you for the news. 

KALKAONO. 

These Germans fought like bears, planted themselves like 
rocks around the old man. I did not even get a glimpse of 
him. Nine of my party are no more. Myself am wounded 
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in the ear. Hearene I if thuj thus contend for fiw^ignXy- 
rantiy how nraet iheae fellowi guard their native Princes ? 

SACGO. 

Oh never mind ! our fiction strengthens, and the gates 
are carried! 

KALKAONO. 

I hear they fight with vigour in the CitadeL 

SACGO. 

Bonrgonino is among them. But where's Verrina ? 

KALKAGNO. 

He guards the harbour like a second Cerberus. Not even 
a fishing smack can pass. 

SACCO. ' 

1*11 go and take possession of the suburbs. 

KALKAGNO. 

And rU march quickly to the market place. S^e up 
there drummer I (Egpemi sw^ralfy.) ^ 



SCENE VIL 
The Moor — A gang of Thieves with matches^ linstocki^ Sfc. 

MOOR. 

You must know, my lads I I am the man that raised this 
glorious ferment, tho' now they w*ont admit me to a share 
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of it But ril be 6Yen with them. We'll burn and plunder 
every place we meet with. While they're disputing who shall 
steal the Dukedom, let you and I agree to rob the churches. 
Come, come, be quick my boys. By Heavens we'll make a 
bonfire on the Altars, shall warm the frozen Saints and old 
Apostles I 



SCENE VIII. 
Enter BouROOMmo — ^Bertha, di$gui$€d in Boy's clothes. 

BOVROONINO. 

Rest here awhile good youth ! Thou art in safety. 
Bleed'stthou? 

BEBTHA ^in M eiUered voice.) 

Ob no where I 
BOUBeoNB^o {$9itk asimation.) 

Oh fie, not bleed my hoy. 
Come with me qniekly. I'ttlead you to the spot, 
Where wounds are purchaa'dy. (aye, gladly purchas'd,) 
In the cause of Freedom. Like this for iastanee. 
(J/ncovering his earm.) 
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BERTHA {$§anmg hack.) 
Ob Heayeas ! 

BOVROOKIKO. 

What, art thoa friglitWd, Ktde tee ? 
It seems thou*et grown too quickly into manhoods 
Thj spirit lags behind thy jears* How old art thou? 

BERTHA. 

Fifteen. 

BOUROONINO. 

Too joung by five good years for anch 
A night as this. Thy &ther ? 

BERTHA. 

The worthiest Citizen 
In Genoa. 

BOUROOMOfO. 

Softly, good youth, there is but one 
That may desenre that title. His daughter. 
Is my Bride* Know'st thou Vefrinafs house ? 



Methinks indeed ? 

BOUROOiONO (mpoHentfy.) 

Art thou acquainted with 
His lorely daughter? 
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Her name is Bertha. 
B0URG<miKO (fmAfire.) 
FI7 quicks. 4eUye« her this ring. It is the ]dedge 
Of marriage, and affection ; youll tell her so, 
And say) the Crimson Plume waves freshly and is well ! 
Adieu, good youth, I must he^gone, the tumult 
Seems to thicken in yon quarter. 

{Several houtes are seen burning.) 
WaTHA {eaXUng after him in a soft voice.) 

Scipio! ' " ; 
BouRGONmo (jdopping suddenly.) 
Now, hy my sword, methxnks I know that Toice. 

BERTHA {faUing on his neck.) 
Now, by my heart, methinks you can't mistake it. 

BOURQONINO. 

Bertha! 

{Ai this moment the assauk is sounded im ^ mkirAii-^ 

Crowd and tumult on the stage»'^BoviUH>VJSO carries qff^ 

Bertha in his arms.) 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sfit FIESKO. AcF V. 

SCENE IX. 

EnUr haHify Fibsko—Zib<>— Followers. 

fusbko. 
Who kindled the fire yonder? 

ZIBO. 

The Citadel is carried. 

FIESKO. 

Who kindled the fire, I ask ? 

ZIBO (winks to the Soldiers.) 
Patroles immediately after the delinqnent I 

FIESKO (passionately.) 
Whaty would jon make me an incendiary ? ~ 

A common plunderer ; a night assassin ? 
Quick there with water engines. But are you sure 
That Gianettino's Men ? 

ZIBO. 

Tiiey say so I 
FIESKO (wUdbf.) 
They say so only I Who is it only says so? 
I charge you Zibo on your Honor tell me^ 
Has he escaped ? 
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ziBo (seriously.) 
If I may believe my eyes, 
In preference to a nobleman's assertions, 
Then — Gianettino lives I 

FIESKO (furioiMh/.) 

By Heavens, Zibo, 
Your Eyes will prove the losing of your Head. 

ZIBO. 

Nay more I tell you — I saw him not eight minutes since, 
Alive and well, dressed in a yellow plume 
And scarlet mantle I 

FIESKO. 

Hell and damnation I 
m shorten Bourgonino by the neck I 
Fly quick for God*s sake I Let the Town Gates 
Be shut immediately I Stop all the Boats, 
That not a single Ferry quit the Harbour I 
He sha*nt get off by water I 
Here take this diamond, Zibo, the richest 
To be found in Genoa, or in Venice I 
His be the prize who first shall bring me word. 
That Doria is no more I Be quick as lightning I 

(Eant Zibo.) 
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SCENE X. 
JBnter Sacgo. — ^The Moor, — Soldiers. 

SAC€0. 

We found this Mdor setting fi^e to the Jesoit's Cdlege. 

FIESKO. 

I forgave your treachery, sc<mndrel» because it concerned 
myself; but this deserves a haltet. Hang him up instantly 
before the Gate. 

MOOR. 

Fie ! Fie I this comes unseasonably. Will nothing induce 
you to commute the punishment ? 

FIESKO. 

Nothing. 

MOOR. 

Try me for a few weeks in the Galleys. 

FIESKO (winks to the Soldiers.) 
The Gallows rather I Away with him directly I 

MOOR. 

At least you*il send me drunk into eternity. 

FIESKO. 

Sober, I promise you I 
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MOOR. 

But you w*ont hang me surely near a Cbrifitian Churck? 

FIESKOk 

Yes, by my honor I I told you, you should have a Gal- 
lows of your own. A Knight must keep hk word ! 
SAGGo (grtmblifig.) 

Come, cone I No preaehbi^ Fagaa. WeVe aomething 
else to do. 

MOOR, 

But wait one moment I What if the halter breaks ? 

FHESKO {to SACCO.) 

You'll double it 

IIOOB. 

So be it then— and now the Deyii look out finr old 
acquaintance I 

(Ejpit foiA the Soldiers tobo hamg him ftp ai a diitance.) 



SCEJJE XL 



FiESKOd — ^Leonora appeare in the back-groundy disguised 
in GiANETTiNo's hot and vmntle.-^TiEaKo ohsevmng hevy 
' starts b(ick, Aen advances towards her* 

FIESKO. 

Surely to God, I know that plume and mantle I 
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(Hastening nearer.) 
YeSy yes, the yellow plume and scarlet mantle I 

(He rushes fiirwusly forwards and hews her down.) 
(In a drecu^ voice.) 
If thou hast yet another life to lose> 
Arise again and wander I 

(Leonora foils with a piercing shrielCf^Triuimphal March 
is heard. — Drumsy Homsy amd Haut-hoifs.) 
Enter Sagco. — ^Kalkagmo. — ^Zibo.-<-Zenturion£. 
Musie^^-Cohwrs.--^ Soldiers. 
FIE8KO (meeting them with exultation.) 
The dye is cast, my Countrymen I The victory is our*s I 
Here lies the worm, that prey*d upon my yitals I 
The relicts of my hatred and revenge I 
Lift high your swords I Behold — 'tis Gianettino I 

KALKAGNO. 

I come to tell you, that two-thirds 

Of Genoa's citizens embrace your Party, 

And swear allegiance to Fiesko's banners 1 

ZIBO. 

And I, to offer you Verriha's greeting. 

He sends me to you from the Admiral's ship ; 

The Harbour and the Ocean are your own. 
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ZENTURIONB. 

Through me, the Governor of the City 

Presents his Staff of 0£Bce, and the Keys to you I 

SAGCO. 

And in me, {throwing himself at his feet} 
The whole Republic kneels before you. 
And humbly sues for fevor and for mercy I 

KALKAGNO. 

Let me be first, to bid the Conqueror " Welcome." 
Sink low the standards I Bid the trumpets sound I 
All hail, F^esko I Hail the Duke of Genoa I 
OMNES (taking off their hats.) 
All hail, Fiesko ! Hail the Duke of Genoa I 
(FiESKO during the whole of this scene, has been standing in 
a pensive posturCf his head declined upon his breast.) 

KALKAONO. 

The People and the Senate wait for you I 
They long to offer you, their salutations, 
And view their Sovereign in the regal Purple. 
Permit us, noble Duke, to attend you 
In triumph to the Signoria ! 

FIESKO. 

A moment's pause, my Friends I I've yet a short account 
To settle with my heart ! A certain person 
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Whom I left at home> in aU the tortares 

Of suspense and fondness, must share my giorj 

And partake my joys. 

(In a tone of tenderness,) 

Hare the goodness 
To accompany me to your charming Dutchess I 

(Going.) 

KALKAGNO. 

But shall we leave the Tyrant's corse behind. 

To moulder in obscurity ? This comer would conceal 

Its infamy. It must not rot in darkness ! 

We'll shew it to the People 1 

ZENTURIONE. 

Fix his head 
Upon a halbert I 

ZIBO. 

Let his mangled trunk 
Be dragged along the pavement I 

(Soldiers approach the Bod^ with Torches.) 

KALKAGNO. 

But ah I Look here, 
My Countrjrmen I By Heavens this is not 
A Gianettino's visage I 
(They all contemplate the Body in silent horror^^TjssKO 
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Hops suddenhffCq^flpierqing look ^q^ H%» fBoJtwm 
grow conmbed Ir^Bis ^9 Uf^ei xmd nu>Honk»<^Hu 
whole appearance expressive of guiti, horror^ a^ ^ffff^f" 
ment*) 

FIESKO. 

No ! Spirits of the damned I Infernal demons I 
No ! It 18 not a 6ianettino*s visage I 

{Rolling Jus eyes around in frantic wUdness.) 
Genoa mine, said 70a I Mine I Oh ! mockery 
OfHeUI It is my wife! 
(He falls motionless to .the groufid^ — 17^ Conspirators 

stand around in silent groups of horror an^ frnifsfsmept.^- 

An oMjfid poMse.) 
FiESKo raising himself weqk and ewhamtedfroin tf^ ground, 
(in a hollow voicsy) 
Bat tell me truljy Genoese ? 
Is it indeed my wife that I have n^.^r^lered ? 
Oh I conjure you tnxn your eyes away I 
Look not 90 ghfistly pale npon the scc^e befwe you. 
Thank Heayen there are some destinies tpo dre$hdfiil> 
For Fate to realize, or Mun to anfer ! 
This must be one of ^hem I The soul may be denied 
An Angel's bliss, without being harrow'd 
With a Demon's torture ; this error would proye.inore I 
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( Wi&i irea^id composure.) 
Praise be to God, my CountrTmen, it cannot be ! 
It is impossible I 



SCENE XII. 



The Former*^— JSW^er AnASEiiLA crying. 

ARABELLA. 

And let them kill me ! What have I now^ to lose ? 
Have mercy, Men, for God's sake; I left my mistress 
Here, and now I cannot find her any where. 
FIESKO (stepping up to her in a low andjimhering voice.} 
Was your Lady's name Leonora ? 

ARABELLA {jo^ffdly.) 

Oh I is that yon, 
My dear gpo^ Master ? You must not blame us. 
We could not prevent her. 

FIESKO (eagerly.} 
From what ? 

ARABELLA. 

From following you. 
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FIBSKO (violenHif.) 
Whither? 

ARABELLA. 

Amid the crowd. 
FIESKO (fwriomh/.) 
A curse light on thy tongue I Her dress? 

ARABELLA. 

A scarlet mantle. 

FIESKO (staggering with frantic Juty towards her.} 
Go in the ninth abyss of hell t 
The Mantle ? 

ARABELLA. 

Lay here upon the ground. 
sEVERAXi CONSPIRATORS (muTmuring.) * 
Twas here Gianettino Doria was killed I 

FIESKO (pale and trembling to Arabella.) 
Be tranquil. We have found her ! 
(He rolls his eye in ghastly agony around him^f^Then in a 

low and broken voice that rises by degrees to vehemence.) 
'Tis true ! too true I and I myself the author of the deed. 
The victim of delusion, and damnation I 

QHewing aboiU him furiously with his sword.) 
Back I back, ye human countenances I 
Tis not a sight for mortal man to witness ! 
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(Lifting his mfe$ to Hemm, ^md^ rm U mg Ma teeth m agai^ 

and despair.) 
Oh! that I had His sphere lK»tv«^ these teeth, 
I'd grind the mighty &bric into dust. 
And make Creation's self a prey to my misfortones I 

. (TWfiifi^ to the oMtfin^O 
Poor trembling wretches I how ye stand aghast I 
And bless yourselves that ye are not as— I aip« 
Ye a no I ■ ■ am I 

(Sinking in a tone of detp despondenq^.) 
'Twas I— *twas I alone. 
That did the deed, but whereforo--I cdonef 
Why were not these concem'd in it ? 
Why is my bleeding heart denied the ba)m 
Of having one sad partner in affliction ? 

KALKAONO (fiorfulfy.) 

My dearest Sovereign I 

Ji£8Ko (seizing him mA horrid tranqtort.) 
Ah I welcome friend I here God be praised, is One, 
Who feels the thunder's crash, and shares my tortures. 

(Pressing him toildly to his bosom*) 
Blest be the link of misery that unites us! 
Welcome thou brother martyr in affliction ! 
Welcome to all the horrors of damnation ! 
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Much good mi^ it afford thee I 

Yes She is dead ! And Thou hast likewise loved her I 

(He drags him to ^ eorpte and farces his head dowm to iu) 

Behold her and despair! She's gone for ever I 

Oh that I stood before the gates of Hell» 

And at one glance coidd witness all its tortures I 

Oh that my ears were deafened with Hie shrieks 

Of damned souls that howl amid perdition I 

If I could see the limits of mj fate, 

Perchance I might endure it. 

{ApproadUng the corpse in fearful agitation.} 

Behold ^My wife 

Lies— -—murdered! Ah ! that is nothing, 
Let me finish it. 

( With dreadful emphasis.) 



^^. 



/ 



Lies murdered by her Husband ! 



'Ci I defy the Powers of misery, the Archfiend himself, 

To conjure up another pang like this one. 

It is the cunningest of hell's devices. 

First I am nds'd to pleasure's highest pitch, 

Plac'd on the pinnacle of hope's desires, 

Lur'd to the very threshold of delight, 

And theny dash'd headlong down. 

In the deep gulf of horror and. repentance! 
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Oh that my breath could breathe a pest among je I 

Then am I made the murderer of my wife ! 

Nay, eyen worse than that. Then— (in a tone of contempt) 

Then do these eyes 
Commit an oversighty and my own sword 
Is buried in her bosom I 

(Laughing bitterbf.) 

This is a master-piece 1 
(7%tf whole of the Conspiratoiis lean penewefy on their 
weapons. — Several wipe the tea/re from their eyes* — A 
pause of some moments^^^FiESKO^ weak and ejehaustedy 
contemplating the assembly,) 
And is there any here that sorrows for Fiesko ? 
Yes, yesy by Hearens I a Prince's Murderers weep, 
But wherefore do ye weep my Countrymen ? 
Is it Death's sacrilege, (pointing to the body,) 

That wakes your pity ? 
Or weep ye to behold Ambition's fidl ? 

(Bending over the body in an attitude of tenderest 
sympathy.) 
Forgire me, Leonora I Repentance comes too late. 
I cannot weep I 

When the hard hearts of murderers melt in pity, 
Fiesko's noblest sorrow is > despair I 
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(Sinking down ly the body, and proceeding in a tone of 

softest tenderness,) 
And 18 it come to this ? Years in advance 
I pictured to myself the blessed hour, 
When I should shew the Genoese, their Princess. 
Years in advance, I painted to my heart, 
The rising blush that would suffuse thy cheek. 
The soft emotions that would fill thy bosom. 
Methought I heard thy sweetly lisping voice. 
In gentlest accents, chide Fiesko's pride. 
And modestly decline Imperial Honors ! 

(SpHnging up toith fervor.) 
Heavens I how I gloried in a Prince's name, 
How the proud Title swelled my inmost soul, 
Fill*d my big heart and magnified my being I 
Leonora I at length the hour is come I 
Lavagna triumphs I Thy Fiesko, reigns I 

Genoa is mine I And the poor Wretch, 

That begs from door to door, would scruple 
To exchange his fortunes with me ; would balance 
To lay down his tatter'd weeds, and take 
Fiesko's anguish, with his Purple. 

(Strongly affected,) 
A wife partakes his sorrows ! But who have /, 
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To share m^ glories, and partake my joys ? 
{He hunts into tears and hides hisjbce upon the botfy,) 

KALKA6NO. 

She was indeed a noble lady I 

tSBO, 

Be cautious how you let the people hear it, 
Twould take away the courage of our friends, 
And raise the spirits of Andreas' party. 

FIESKO (rising eoUectedfy and with resolution.) 
Attend, my Countrymen 1 
If right I understand the will of Hearen, 
This wound was giyen to prore Fiesko's heart, 
And make a trial of its strength and greatness. 
The test was dreadful, but I have withstood it. 
Henceforth nor joy nor torment can affect me, 
I laugh at transport, I defy misfortune I 
My soul is ready to embrace its greatness. 
Said you not Genoa waits me ? Come then my friends, 
I will present my country with a Prince, 
Such as no power in Europe yet could boast of. 
Come, I will prove deserving of a Throne, 
And answer every wish your hearts desire I 
Adieu I poor luckless Princess I The last sad honors, 
We can give, be paid thee ! 1*11 celebrate 
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Thy funeral with such pomp, that Life shall lose 
Its Yotaries and admirerCy and Death appear^ 
Apparerd like a bride I 

Now follow me, my Countrymen I 
(Esiunt mnid fnariiai music) 



SCENE XIIL 



Andreas DoiaA.«--LoMBLLiN. 

ANDREAS. 

Hear*st thou those shouts of triumph ? 

LOMELLIN. 

Their success 
Has blinded them, the gates are left defenceless. 
The people rush in crowds to the Signoria I 

ANDREAS. 

Did you mark how my steed started 

At my Nephew's body? Yes, yes, it is too true I 

My Nephew is no more ! Hark ye, Lomellin I 
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LOMELLIN. 

What say you, Duke ? Surely you do not still 
Encourage Hope ? 

ANDREAS {earnestly.) 

How dar'st thou sport 
With my misfortunes ? It is a mockery 
To call me, Duke, and yet deny me, Hope I 

IiOMELLIN. 

But only think, my Lord 1 A raging nation, 
In Fiesko's scale, what counterpoise in yours ? 
ANDREAS (warm and wiA dignity,) 
My trust in Heaven I 

LOMELUN. 

Angels have ceas'd to fight, 
Since powder was invented ! 

ANDREAS. 

Poor wretched miscreant ! 
Would'st thou take away, the last support these 
Silver hairs have left them, dependftice on their God ? 

(In a eomnumding t&ne.) 
Go 1 make it known that yet Andreas lives. 
Say, << He entreats his children to protect him, 
<< And not to drive him in his eightieth year, 
'< To seek for shelter in a land of strangers ; 
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<< Strangersy who hate him for the pride and power, 

*' To which he has raised his country I 

*< Say, he petitions for a little earth 

<< To coyer his old hones^ and humbly craves 

'< A tomb's last refuge in his Conntr/s bosom V* 

They surely won't refuse him I 

L0MEI4LIN. 

I obey you — ^but— despair ! 

ANDREAS. 

And here> take with you this pale silver lock. 
The last my sorrows and my years had lei); me I 
Tell them, it parted from Andreas* head. 
In the third night of January, even 
In the self-same hour, .when fidthless Genoa 
Parted from his heart I Say, that it held 
For fourscore tedious years^ nor broker- 
Till Genoa*s sons ^rebelled against their fiither I 

The lock is old and weakly, but strong enough 
To bind the youthful Emperor's flowing Purple ! 
(He covers hisjace mth hi$ hands and moves slowfy and sor* 
iwwfidhf offihe stage^-^houEU^if hastens down an opposite 
street^-^Loud Aouis oftriwrnph^ amid horns, hftutbi^, and 
trumpeftSi are heard at a distance.) 
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SCENE XIV. 
Enter Verrika coming ftom the JSTorftowr.— Bertha and 

BOUROONINO. 
VERRINA. 

What means this shouting? 

BOUBOONmo. 

I fear me they salute fiesko— Duke I 

BERTHA (anxunufy to B0UR6OMINO.) 

Oh Sdpioy mark but my. Other's countenance^ how 
dreadful I 

VERRINA. 

Leave me a moment, children I Oh €renoa 1 Grenoa f 

BOUBOONINO. 

Alas I it is too true 1 The People worship him. I heard 
them clamoroTu^y donand ** ike Purple," while the Nobility 
looked on aghast, and durst not say a word. 

VERRINA. 

My S(m 1 I have converted all my effects to cash, and 
ordered it on board your vessel. Take your wi£i with you, 
and put immediately to sea 1 Perhaps— I may follow you I 
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Fefftiaps — ^not I You'll stfe^r ' directly for Marseilles, and 
(pressing them sorrowftMi^ to his hearty the God of Heaven 
protect and make you happy ! 

{He hurries off in great (igitcUion,) 

BERTHA. 

Merciful Heaven ! What can my Father mean ? 

BOtJRGONINO. 

Methinks he spoke full plainly! 

BERTHA. 

What— Fly to night I the evening of our nuptials I 

BOURGONINO. 

'Twas so he ordered it, and we — obey him I 
(Exeunt towards the Harbour.) 



SCENE XV. 

EnUr Verbxna and Fiesko meeting each others both in 

Aimour. 

Fiesko has on the Insignia of Royalty. 

FIESKO. 

WeU met, Verrinal I was looking for you I 
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VERRINA. 

That was precisely itiy emploTinent. 

FIBSKO. 

Does Verrina 
Observe no alteration in his Friend? 

VERRINA (pauiing.) 

I wish for none I 

FIESKO. 

But tell me— See*8t thou none ? 

VERRINA (without looking ai hinu) 

I should hope— ^0^ / 

FIESKO. 

Nayi but I ask you. Find'st thou reaUy none ? 
VERRINA (after a carelesi glance,) 
I find not any I 

FIESKO. 

Why then it's true, you see, 
Power does not always constitute a Tyrant. 
Since last we parted, Fiesko has been raised 
To Genoa's Dukedom, and yet Verrina, 

(Pressing him in his arms,) 
Thou find'st that my embrace is warm as ever ! 

VERRINA. 

The greater pity that I can't return it I 



Digitized by 



Google 



S€SNE XV. FIESKO. 273 

My heart but offers you a frosty welcome. 

I cannot greet yon as I used to do. 

The Hand of Power has torn the Web of Friendship I 

We are no longer equals. I scarce can bear to look at you. 

The very sight of Royalty congeals me ; 

'Tis like a mound of ice upon my breast ; 

The glow of honest Feeling is extinguished^ 

And nought but cold servility remains. 

As plain Fiesko I I admired and loved you I 

Fiesko held possessions in my hearty 

But there's no room in it for Genoa's Sovereign I 

Henceforth Til keep it to myself I 



Forbid it Heaven I 
I'd scarcely purchase Empire on the terms. 

VEBBINA. 

And pray is Freedom then so cheap a blessing. 

Or is it sold at such an abject rate, 

That Vice should barter it, and Gold procure it ? 

FIESKO. 

Old Man I Say that to no one but Fiesko I 

VBRRINil. 

Right, right I 'tis given to few, to hear 

The truth with patience. I thank ye for the caution ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



374 FJESKO: An: V. 

This liberty of speech might prove mj rain I 

But one thing, let me teU yon. The best of players 

May mistake. a dird I I fear. me this is yoar case I 

YonVe calculated .all the powers of JBavj, 

But one thing you're unfaickiiy forgotten, 

And that's— —the Force of Virtue I 

The Man who forges chains for liberty, 

Should stand prepared to meet the Patriot's vengeapce; 

For my own part^ I swear by Earth and Heaven I 

Before posterity shall find my corpse 

Interr'd beneath the soil of monarchy, 

The Friends of Freedom shall collect my. bones 

In triumph from the wheel t 

FiESKo (taking him tenderly by the hand.) 
What,TerrinaI 
Not when your Sovereign is your Friend and Brother ! 
Not when his only aim is Genoa's glory I 
Not when he makes his dignity, 4he means 
Of wide benevolenoe and pubho^good ? > 

VEMUOiA. 

No I Not even then I The^tfaief who plunders 

To enrich another, is just as much a thief. 

As he who steals, to aggrandize himself; 

They both deserve the gmilows! Besides in this ease' 
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All your profifer'd good were lost upon Verrina* 

How could he aceept it ? When we were Fellow Ciiizens, 

I might hare yied with you in acts of kindness ; 

It would have been my pleasure to receire, 

Because I had«-the power, to return them* 

But now it is too late I We are no longer equals I 

The &Tors of a Prince, are acts of >grace, 

And God alone is gracious I . . . 

FiESKO (iinpatwdfy.) 
One might as soon attempt to sqwrate 
The shores of Genoa from th' Itdiain 4ea, 
As try to overturn this madman's theory 1 
VERRINA (sarciuUcdlfy^y 
And yet your talent lies in oyertumingy 

(iotih deep tokmrii^.) 
For thou hast overturned thy Conntary's freedom 1 
But enough of this I Let's change the si^ct. 
Pray may I ask you for what vile efEience, 
You order'd yon poor devil to' be hang'd> 
Close to the Jesuit's College ? 

FIBSXO. 

The scoundrel set the towii on fire I 

VBRBUIA. 

Yes, but the scoundrel left the laws uninjur'd ! 
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Verriul Yom foijgtlyoarBelfi Do ii«| preAttOM 
Too mnch upon my friendship I 

VSWUMA. 

Aw»7 wilh feimifchip I 
Tis an eihpty name I I own the tie no longer I 
I tell yon once again, I do not lofe yon I 
Nay more I I swear, I hate youl yes, hate yoo, 
As the worm of Paiadise, tiiat, in the Serpent's guse* 
With enyioos tooth infeoted the Creation's 
Fairest fruit, and robbed the first-bem 
Of primeyal Virtne I Hear me^ Fiesko, 
Not as friend to friend* not> Slave to Monarch, 
But as, Man to Man, do I address yon I 

( WUh finer and Mim^.) 
Thou hast attacVd die Majesty of HeavMi, 
By listing Virtne in the canse of Vice, 
And arming Patriots, to betray their Coontry t 
Conld my weak soul, so £ir Ibiget its dnty, 
As to remain nnmor'd at such deoeit» 
Or sanction, thro' Tile fear, the damn'd imposture. 
By Heavens I I'd pkmge a dsgger in my hear^ 
And spurn the recreant spirit from my bosom ! 
The crime thou hast committed, is beyond 
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The power of Man to pnnuii or conceiye ; 
But it has oirtng'd HeaToa I and' HeaTen'e last jadgment 
Willy I hope, reward thee ! 
(FnsBKO Hart$ from him wiih hmrw^ and remains some 
time camimf^^kabng him wi^ speechless astonishment.) 

▼ESRINA. . 

Bethink thee of no answer ! 
At present I hare dmie t 

{Afttr walking pensivehf ftp and down Jor some moments.) 
Illnstrions Sovereign ! In the Despot's ships 
That yesterday possessed the sway in Genoa, 
I form'd acquaintance wiHi a hand of Miserables, 
Whose fiite has chain'd tibem to the labonring oar, 
And render*d life, another term for sorrow. 
Year after year they toil ! The morning's ditwn, 
Awakes to actiye misery, wMle the evening's shade 
Consigns to silent sorf o w I The Sea recdres their tear^ ' 
But, like a great man, hnnies careless on, 
Nor heeds the falling tribute of misfortnne ! 
A yirtuons Prince begins his Reign with clemency. 
Will yon resolve to give the Slaves their freedom ? 
FIE8KO (Jitfimg his eyes upon him ste^^nsAy and in 
a tone rf sharp severity,) 

Be these the first fruits of my Tyranny ! 
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Go and proclaim to tiiamihat th^jwr^fr^e I 

VSRRIMA. 

But this were only doing things ky halre^ 

Youmustnotlosetheirtranqiortl Try4>nce«]i4giTefoiMrsel£ 

The Great are by so seldom at the 'iDy 

Which they commit, that it w»re -wrong, 

To do good deeds m dailmesi. Believe me, Prince, 

The greatest pleasure of a Monarch's soul, 

Should be a Wretch's Joy I 



Maul Thonartt^rriUe! 
And yet I know not why-J-bvt I must Mfew thee I 
(JSSoA^o tottPomfe Ae #00.) 

VfiBiliMA* 

(Stops sudeknfy mnd looking ia M^ wi^iihg imdeimi ctffiK> 

tumy hmsfi iiUo iMirt.) 
But once again I embrace me, my FieslEO, 
Here's no one here, obeeryes Venina weep. 
Or sees a Monarch feell 

(Prutmg him ^ardtnihf iohu h9Mnu) 
Surely were never yet 
Two greater heart% that beat in etrieter voisda 
Together I We loved eaeh other with sudi warm esteem, 
Such brotherly affection I 
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{Hanging (m Ms rmk^) 

OhFifi9koI 
Thou leav'st ft vaeiuicy within my br9Mt» 
Which the whole human race thrice over jMd 
Must strive in vain to fill I 

FiSBKO. 

Be— joy— ^fifieiid I 
vaaaxtuu 
Cast off this ugly Purple, and I am /so I 
The first Prince was a Murderer, 
And sought beoeaft .tiiis icol^ur to conceal. 
The bloody deed that raisid lam to tiie Throne. 
Hear me, Fiesko ! I was.hved a Soldier I 
Wet cheeks but ill become me I 
I am not used to weep I and yet behold these tears. 
They are my first-r-Fieako ! I implore you I 
Cast away the Purple I 

Be silent I 
VERRINA (with inereaaad tehamme*) 

Fiesko I 
Shew me on this side all the joys of Hearen, 
Scare me on that with aU the pangs of Hell, 
And bid me kneel before a human being, 
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I'd scorn the suppliant posture I And yet Fiesko I 

{Thrwmg hinuelf down before him.) 
Behold Verrina at your feet 1 Fiesko, I conjure you I 
Cast away the Purple t 

FISSKO. 

Arise Verrina, 
Nor provoke me more I 

VERBINA. 

I rise dread Sovereign I 

Nor provoke you more 1 

(TheyaresUmdingonaplainJclhatleadstooneof 

the OaUeyi.) 

VERRINA. 

The Prince has the precedence ! 

FIESKO. 

Why do'st thou pull my cloak so forcibly ? 
'Twill fidl, Verrina! 

VERRIKA (m a i/rea^iiX voice.) 

Nay if the Purple falls, 
'Tis fit the Prince should follow I 

(He plunges him headlong into the eea.) 
FIESKO (in the ttHwee.) 

Help I Genoa help I 
Assistance to thy Sovereign ! (Sinks.) 
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Enter hasHhf Kalkaono.-^Zibo,^Zentuiiionjb,— 
Conspirators. — People, i^c. 

KALKAONO* 

Fiesko I Fiesko I Andreas is returned ! 
Half Genoa flies to join him I 

Where is Fiesko? 
VERRINA (in a resolute tone.) 
Drowning I 

ZIBO. 

Does Hell or Bedlam answer ? 

VERRINA. 

Neither, Friend I Drown'd,— if 70a like it better. 
I go to join Andreas I 

(ExU Verrina.) 
The whoh remain ttcmding petrified wUh oiUmishmenti'^ 
WhOe the curtain slowfyJhJb.) 

THE END. 
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^ ( 621 ) 

FIESCO. A TRA6BDY, 

Translated ftiym the German of SchiUer.* 

Wb have just reviewed our recent English Dramas — ^we have now 
to thank a very accomplished and distinguished soldier, Colonel 
D'Aguilar, for presenting to us a spirited and valuable translation of 
one of the finest Tragedies which Germany, or we might say, which 
the World ever produced. It is one which we should like to see 
brought on the English stage, and which we are convinced would go 
far towards reviving a taste for the lofliest triumphs of the dramatic 
art. Every one knows the celebrated work of the Cardinal de Retz, 
entitled *' La Conjuration du Comte Jean Louis de Fiesque," and the 
aninaated and stirring description given by Robertson in his " Charles 
the Fifth" of the conspiracy of that daring and wily noble. From 
. Uiis History, eminently fitted for tragic effect, Schiller has woven 
the great work now before us. 

The first scene opens with a saloon in Fiesco's palace, and music 
heard at a distance — ^Leonora (Fiesco's wife) enters. Genoa, at that 
time governed by Andreas Doria, the Doge, was insulted and galled 
by the arrogant and frantic excesses of his nephew Gianettino ; and 
Leonora had hoped that for her powerful and popular husband was 
reserved the privilege of freeing Genoa from its tyranny. She 
now bewails Fiesco's licentiousness, his appetite for pleasure, his 
forgetfulness of glory, and his love for Julia, Gianettino's insolent 
and wanton sister. With these complaints, however, she mingles the 
fondest and most regretful affection for her husband, and indeed the 
proud softness of her character sheds over the dark and turbid 
scenes which ensue, an unwavering and tranquil beauty. The bustle 
of the Play begins at once. In the next scene Gianettino engages 
a bravo-Moor to assassinate Fiesco, of whose power in the State he 
is jealous. Fiesco is shortly afterwards presented to us as the 
gallant and graceful lover of Julia — the profligate and heartless cha- 
racter of this woman unveils itself from the first, and we form a deep 
compassion for the deserted Leonora, and a wondering anger at 
Fiasco's infidelity. Verrina, a stern Republican — Brutus to the core- 
upbraids him with his indifference to liberty — ^with his epicurean dis- 
dain of the sentiments his youth had so burningly professed. Fiesco 
defends himself laughingly, and the old man quits him in indignant 
despair. A former and rejected lover of Leonora now seeks Fiesco 
and endeavours to provoke a quarrel with him for his conduct to that 
lady. It is now that Fiesco dbrops a hint that rouses all our interest 
— that interest which is of the highest and sublimest order in fiction 
— not' derived only from the mere progress of external events, but 
our desire to penetrate into the workings of the mind — the springs of 
that conduct which is to guide events. 

" B&iargonino, Think you I would have yielded up my claim 
To any one but him, whom I esteemed 
Th^ first of men ? f 

Fiesco, Then hear me for a moment— 

The man who once deserved your reverence. 
Should sink by slow degrees in your opinion. 

* Dublin. Millikcn and Son. 
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The plant of great men must be deeper laid 

Than to allow each passer-by to scan them— 

Go home, good Bourgonino, and there reflect maturely. 

Why thus and only thus, Fiesco acts at present. 

(Bourgonino moves slowly and pensively off the stage, J 
Farewell, brave youth ! If but thy gallant spirit 
Fire our country — ^no power can save the Dorias 
From destruction !*' 

Fiescoy DOW left alone, b approached by the Moor hired to as- 
lassinate him. Fiesco's vigilance and suspicion defeat the design^ 
and he extorts from the bravo the name of his employer, and the 
price of the smn set on his head. 

Fiesco, struck by the spirit and rude wit of the Moor^ takes him 
into his own employ, and hires him << to make the tour of Genoa, and 
sound the disposition of the people — to discover above all things 
what they think of Doria, and how they stand affected to his govern- 
ment — not forgetting what is whispered of Fieso's own extrava- 
gance and dissipation." 

The next scene is one of dark and terrible power. The proud 
and austere Verrina has an only daughter — Bertha. She is discover- 
ed leaning back on a sofa — ^her head resting on her hand. Verrina 
enters in gloomy reverie. Bertha has that day been violated by 
force — the violater Gianettino Doria I The exquisite — the touching 
— the reluctant — modest, yet despairing manner in which this con- 
fession is wrung from the daughter — the shock of the stem father — 
his rage — ^his indecision — the resolve now to slay the dishonoured 
child— now to crush the ravisher — are all painted with a dignity so 
fearful — so solemnly true to nature — that we should rank the whole 
scene among the grandest achievements of human genius. Nothing 
can be conceived finer than the severe grandeur with which, attest- 
ing the unsullied honour of his race — he reveals to two fellow-con- 
spirators, in the presence of Bertha, the gloomy secret of his dis- 
honour. At this moment, to complete the pain of the scene, Bour- 
gonino, who had consoled himself for the loss of Leonora by the 
affection of Bertha, rushes in to announce that the only obstacle 
to their marriage — to his confessing his passion to the father — is 
removed — that his wealth, before uncertain, is now fixed and great. 

" Give me your Bertha — 
I will make her happy/' 

Verrina replies bitterly — 

*' Have you a mind, young man, 
To throw away your heart upon a harlot ?'' 
Bourgonino soon comprehends that force only has sullied his 
Bertha, and furiously demands where he shall find the ravisher. 
" Verrina, There where you find the Tyrant!" 
While Bourgonino stands motionless with horror, Verrina, ap- 
proaching Bertha, slowly unwinds the black crape from his arm, and 
continues solemnly — 

"Till Dorians blood 
Has washed away the stain that blots thine honour — 
No ray of light shall dawn upon thy cheek, 
Or visit thy sad eyes. Till then— 

(Throwing the crape over her) 
Be hid in darkness !'' 



Digitized by 



Google 



Fiesco. 523 

In the second act, an interview between the Moor and Fiesco, 
in which the ruffian narrates the current opinions in Genoa against 
the Dorias, is broken in upon by a sudden insurrection. Gianettino 
has in the Senate House, in a vote for a Procurator, insulted 
the haughty nobles and wronged justice. This produces a tu- 
mult. The manner in which the witty and brilliant Fiesco banters 
first the nobles who come to complain, and then plays upon the 
mob who rush into his palace, is entirely Shakspearian. Fiesco 
now acquaints the Moor that the time has come when he shall 
publish that design upon his life which the Moor had entertain- 
ed — the Moor consents (for the sake of the reward) to be seized — to 
submit once to the torture, and then to confess his employer in Gi^* 
anettino. Meanwhile the elder Doria, whose mild dignity wins him 
our interest throughout the conspiracy, reproaches the wretched 
Gianettino for his excesses, and warns him that they may bring him 
even to the scaffold. Scarce is this scene over, before Gianettino 
learns that the Moor had been seized in an attempt on Fiesco's life, 
had confessed Gianettino to have hired him — that Fiesco had pre- 
sented himself to the people — and amidst their shouts of applause 
and their curses on Doria, had demanded the Moor to be given over 
to his mercy and — ^had pardoned him* Enraged more than dismayed, 
the guilty Gianettino resolves now to execute a plot he had before con- 
ceived, viz. by the assistance of the Emperor Charles V. to pass the 
sway of Genoa from his uncle's hands to his own. Twelve senators 
are to fall by murder — amongst them Fiesco. The conspiracy on 
Fiesco*s side now ripens also, and the reader begins to look breath- 
lessly forward to the result Verrina and his Republican comrades 
still, however, conceiving that Fiesco laps his great soul in pleasure, 
and anxious to arouse him, have devised a plan. The aocomplished 
and dazzling noble is described as fond of art, and easily moved to 
enthusiasm by pictures. A painter has just finished the picture of 
the story of Virginia and Appius Claudius — they have the picture 
brought to Fiesco, hoping it may elicit some spark to be kindled into 
a flame. This is altogether the finest scene (out of Shakspeare and 
iEschylus) in the world. Verrina's wrath as the modern Virginius 
beholds in the painted history his own disgrace — the other nobles 
crowding round, and watching Fiesco's lips — Fiesco seeming at first 
only sensible to the beauty of Virginia — 

" The snowy lustre of her breast, 
Sweird by her dying breath, like the round wave 
Beneath the evening breeze/' 

all make a group of extraordinary art and effect. The Count views 
the painting not as the Roman painter, but the Italian voluptuary. 
The conspirators draw back baffled and dejected; when Fiesco sharply 
regarding the conspirators, after a pause, seizes the painter by the 
hand, and steps up with him before the picture — ^with a majestic and 
lofty air. 

*^ Fiesco. Come here, Romano 1 art thou therefore proud^ 

Because thou stampest Life on senseless canvass, . 

And canst immortalize a noble deed 

By trifling with a pencil ? 

# * * * 

Thou overturn'st a tyrant upon linen. 
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And art thyself a miserable slave ! 

Thou free'st Kepublics with a pencil's stroke. 

And canst not even loosen thy own chains 1 

/ have performed — what thou hast only painted ! 

(^Pause of aslonishmenty during which Romano carries off' ihe 
picture in corifusion,) 
Fiesco* (breaking ihe pause,) 

And did you really think the Lion slept 
Because he roar'd not? 
Did you endeavour to persuade yourselves 
That You alone could feel the chains of Genoa ? 
That You alone were bold enough to break them ? 
3Ere e'en the rattling of them reached your ears, 
Fiesko's self had burst them 1 

{ffe opens a Imreau, takes out a packet qf letters, and throtas 
them on the tahleJ) 

Here soldiers from Parma ! — 
Here money from France! — ^here four galleys from the Pope ! 
What is there wanting, I'd be glad to know, 
To overturn the Despot ? What more do you require, 
Or can you think of? 

(The whole assembly remains lost in silent wonder, Fiesco 
steps aside with dignity, and assuming an air qf conscious 
superiority,) 

Repul;)licans 1 Republicans! 
I see you 're much more fitted to detest 
Than to dethrone a Tyrant ! 

(The whole, with the exception ofVEuniv a, throw themselves 
speechless at ¥iESco*sfeet,y* 

The conspirators now proceed to a solemn oath — the bond is ce- 
mented — Fiesco is lefl alone. High but dark thoughts come across 
him — the ambition of the deliverer becomes mingled with the am- 
bition of a King. Shall he dethrone that he may rule ? 
** Sovereign Fiesco ! — citizen Fiesco ! — 
Ah ! there 's the gulf that severs vice from virtue." 
On these struggles— -on the epoch of a fiery change in a great heart 
— the curtain falls. 

Act III. — A strange wilderness in the neighbourhood of Genoa. 
— Time midnight — ^Bourgonino and Verrina enter. In this most 
grand and noble scene Verrina informs Bourgonino that Fiesco must 
die. That severe and deep Republican sees through the great man's 
nature — sees that it is certain 

" Fiesco's hand 
Will overturn the tyrant— but more certain 
Fiesco's heart will subjugate his country.'' 

Verifying this prediction, we now behold Fiesco in his palace — the 
day slowly dawns — ^Geuoa and the sea are below his casement— he 
holds high soliloquy with himself — the sun rises over Genoa — ^ 

'^ And this Majestic city ! 

(hastening with extended arms to the window) 
To think that it is mine !'' 

In a word the die is cast — Fiesco resolves to redeem Genoa and 
to enslave her. Immediately following this fine soliloquy is a scene 
of unutterable sweetness between Fiesco and his wife. It is impos- 
sible to conceive a more soft yet striking character than Leonora's — 
it is as gentle as Desdemona*s, but far loftier. Through the rest of 
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the act the conspiracy on both sides — that of Gianettmo — ^that o£ 
Fiesco, thickens and proceeds. The Moor suspecting, from some ex- 
pressions of Fiesco's, that when the Count has succeeded in his work 
he may break up the tools, resolves to betray him. 

Act IV. — Night — Castle-court at Fiesco's — People are lighting 
the lamps and bringing in arms of every description — The apart- 
ments on one side the Palace are illuminated. Several nobles, Ver- 
rina, Bourgonino, &c. appear, and .to them Fiesco, who, afler an 
harangue of great eloquence, gives to the nobles the paper (which the 
Moor's arts had purloined for him) containing the names of the twelve 
senators whom Gianettino had doomed to death. While their rage 
is yet fresh, Kalkagno, a Conspirator, rushing in, announces that he 
had seen the treacherous Moor obtaining an audience with the Doge. 
The art and skill with which Fiesco manoeuvres this point — cheers his 
friends -^silences Kalkagno — and carries off the ill-fortune, betray 
how accurate was Schiller's conception of the qualities requisite 
in a great leader. While this goes on, the Moor arrives — guarded — 
sent back by the Doge to Fiesco's mercy with this note : — 

*^ Methinks your fate and mine are nearly similar — your benefits procure you 
but ingratitude. The Moor has just informed me of a plot against my hfe. I 
send him bound to you, and shall sleep to-night without a body-guard/' 

This generous note, appealing to a generous mind, produces an 
instantaneous but evanescent effect. After resolving to throw up 
the whole conspiracy, Fiesco again returns to it — gives instructions 
to his companions — and the scene changes. Among the amiable 
traits in the character of Julia Doria was a slight disposition to 
poison. She had prepared powders for Leonora. Fiesco had dis- 
covered the intended crime, and is now resolved to punish it. He 
had sent word to his wife to wait him behind the tapestry in the 
concert-room. Through that room Julia and Fiesco now pass. Julia 
confesses her passion to Fiesco. In the midst of that confession, he 
sumffions the conspirators, raises the tapestry, and betrays to Leo- 
nora atfl to his guests the guilty and shameless Julia. This scene is 
the \ft^t part of the Play — it more appertains to comedy than tra- 
gedy^here is a coarse want of gallantry in the whole trick unlike 
the noiile bearing of Fiesco, and it is but a paltry contrivance 
wherewith to stay a plot so dignified and high in its conception. All 
misunderstanding between Leonora and her husband is now at an 
' end. He reveals to her his lofty ambition — he pours forth his un- 
diminished love to herself. At this moment the mind of the tender 
Countess rises to its native height — she warns — she prays — she 
cc^j^nsels — with ineffable sweetness, but with convincing wisdom — 
^e aspiring noble. She has conquered — ^he forsakes his daring 
scheme. No ; the signal gun is heard — Fiesco springs from her em- 
brace — the whole of the conspirators enter the hsdl — ^Leonora swoons 
— ^Fiesco throws himself at her feet — 

" Leonora ! my Leonora ! 
Save her — for God's sake, save her ! 

« * * * 

But softly ! 
She revives— again her eyes are open. 

Th?n baste and close the Dorias for ever !" 
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(The whole rf" the conspirators^ Fietco at their head, draw 
their swords, and rush with enthusiasm from the saloon.) 

Act Vi^-Time past midnight 

** (Fiesco eniert in complete armoury and remains for a short lime standing 
opposite the Duke's palace, 

Fiesco. Tis as th« old man told me. The lights extinguished — 
All the guards removed. I '11 ring the bell. — (ringing.) 
Hillo ! awake, Andreas, awake 1 Thou *rt sold, 
Betray'd, and ruin'd ! Doria, awake, awake ! 

(Andreas appears at the balcony.) 

Andreas. Who rang the bell ? 

Fiesco. (in an altered voice) 

Ask not, but follow me ! 
Thy star is faded^ Prince — thy sun extinguished! 
Genoa rebels against thee ! Thy executioners 
Are near at hand, and thou canst sleep, Andreas ?*' 

But Fiesco in vain counsels the brave old Doge to fly — a horse waits 
for him^ in vain — The Doge leaves the balcony, and Fiesco, thinking 
that in the attempt to save him, he has opposed << To virtue, virtue, 
and to honour, honour,'' hastens down a wide street. The drums 
beat to arms from every quarter — A sharp engagement at the Thomas 
Gate, which is at length burst open, and discovers a view of the har- 
bour and shipping all illuminated. Enter Gianettino in a scarlet 
mantle — he in doubt, and bewildered — Bourgonino enters, and after 
a short conflict, the ravisher of Bertha falls. The Doge now guarded 
by his Germans, beholds his dead nephew — he is borne off*. Leonora 
and her confidant Arabella steal across the stage. The timid woman 
but valiant wife, anxious for Fiesco, has followed him to the battle 
in male attire. Hearing from Isabella of the achievements of her 
husband, a new spirit — a spirit of hope and daring — animates her. 
She sees Gianettino*s sword, and hat, and scarlet mantle — indues 
them — the alarm sounds. In ecstasy at the roar, the tumult, and the 
proud name of Fiesco triumphant over ail — 

" — Leonora's self shall dare the war, 
And leam to bleed for Freedom and her country ! 
Returning then, I '11 challenge his applause ; 
My Hero shall embrace a Heroine I 
My Brutus, clasp a Roman to his bosom !'' 

She hastens down one of the streets — soldiers enter — ^new directions as 
to the battle — to them succeed (we think this a magnificent Rembrandt 
contrast — the selfish crimes stalking through* the stage, consecrated 
at that moment to armed struggles, dignified by the loftiest names of 
liberty and honour) the Moor with a gang of thieves, with matches 
and linstocks, &c. ready <' to burn and plunder every place they meet 
with." 

Fiesco enters shortly afterwards, startled at the fires bursting forth 
— orders them to be quenched, and demands if they are sure that 
Gianettino has fallen. One of the conspirators declares that he had 
seen him " not eight minutes since," in a yellow plume and scarlet 
mantle. — Fiesco rages at this news. — The Moor is brought in, ac- 
cused of setting fire to the Jesuits' college, and hanged up at a 
distance**— -Leonora appears in the back-ground, in Gianettino's hat 
and mantle ^-* Fiesco .rushes furiously on her and hews her down 
exclaiming — 
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'* If thou hast yet another life to lose. 
Arise again and wander T' 
Leonora falls with a piercing shriek — Triumphal music is heard — the 
soldiers enter — the standards sink low— the trumpets sound — 

" All hail ! Fiesco !— hail the Duke of Genoa ! 
All hail 1 {Omnes) Fiesco !— hail the Duke of Genoa ! 

Fiesco's first thought is for his absent wife— in the tortures of sus- 
pense, he desires that she '* may share his glory and partake his 
joys" — he asks them to accompany him to their charming Duchess. 
But Gianettino's corse — 

" It must not rot in darkness — 
• • • • 

Fix the head 
Upon a halbert.** 

Soldiers approach the body with torches — it is not Gianettino*s visage* 
It is impossible for human genius to go beyond the magnificent and 
terrible art with which Schiller now draws, and lingers over, Fiesco's 
emotions — that painting may go side by side with the dread agony 
of Othello's last hour. 

Fiesco is crowned ; is an usurper ; and now re-appears the stern 
and hard Verrina — Bertha with him (foreseeing the dark justice of 
his resolves) — he dismisses his daughter and Bourgonino. Enter 
Verrina and Fiesco, botli in armour — Fiesco with the insignia of 
royalty. Short as has been the time since we saw Fiesco last 
before us, we feel that he is changed — he cannot be the same man. 
We feel that the greenness of life is for ever gone from him — we 
feel that all soft emotions have passed from his soul — we are assured 
that an arid and dry ambition can alone strike root in the desolate 
grandeur of his soul — ^his daring crime no longer excites interest, 
but awe — ^we feel that the unlovely traits of his character have sur- 
vived the crush and perdition of the more gentle and redeeming 
qualities— we no longer tremble lest justice should fall upon that 
plumed head — the dark catastrophe creeps upon us — ^we shudder, we 
hold our breath, but we do not seek to avert it. With Leoiiora pass- 
ed away nothing indeed that we admired, but all that we loved in 
the magnificent Fiesco. The scene that now ensues is wonderfully 
fine. Fiesco presses Verrina to his bosom — endeavours to warm, to 

conciliate, to convince him that — 

I 

' " Power does not always constitute a tyrant." 

Verrina rejects him coldly — 
I " The very sight of royalty congeals him." 

! In vain Fiesco assures the blunt republican that he shall only make 
. his dignity — 

'' The means 
I Of wide benevolence and publi&rgood." 

I Verrina exposes the sophistry ; and at length, his indignation warm- 
I . ing, bursts into one explosion, which appals and silences Fiesco. The 
f time, we feel, has passed when Fiesco silenced all men. Recovering 
himself, Verrina now, in a tone of respect, beseeches him to give 
f freedom to some slaves chained to the oar ; while — • • 
f " The sea receives their tears, 

But, like a great man, hurries careless on, 

Nor heeds the falling tribute of misfortune." ^^ 
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The generous FiesCo, anxious to vindicate himself in the ejes of Ver- ' 
rina, tells him to proclaim that they are free. Verrina tells him not 
Uy lose their transport, to be present at their reception of the gift — 
*' Believe m6, Prince, 

The greatest pleasure of a monarch's soul 

Should be a wretch's joy ! '' 

Fiesco, overpowered by the shadows of his coming fate, replies— 

*^ Man, thou art terrible ! . . j ^ 

And yet, I know not why, but I must follow thee." 
They both go towards the sea. 

At this moment, the great Poet proves himself indeed the master. 
A remorse, the memory of former days, comes over the old man — ^he 
stops suddenly, looks at Fiesco with the tenderest affection, and 
bursts into tears : — 

'^ rerrina. But once again ! embrace me, my Fiesco ; 
Here 's no one that observes Verrina weep, 
Or sees a Monarch feel ! {Pressing him ardently to his hos&m.) 

Surely were never yet 
Two greater hearts, that beat in stricter unison 
Together ! We loved each other with such warm esteem, 
Such brotherly affection I {Hanging on his neck.) 

Oh Fiesco I 
Thou leav'st a vacancy within my breast. 
Which the whole human race thrio^ over told 
Must strive in vain to fill ! 

Fiesco, Be — be — my friend ! 

Verrina* Cast off this ugly Purple, and I am so!*' 

Fiesco indignantly refuses — Verrina resumes his coldness — they 
stand on a plank that leads to one of the galleys — Verrina plunges the 
Usurper into the waves —the weight of his armour sinks him. This 
is the catastrophe of the Tragedy. 

We have thus gone through one of the noblest performances that 
the genius of man ever accomplished With all the fire of " The 
Robbers," it has all the depth of " Wallenstein." We have dwelt 
upon it at the greater length because we are convinced, that of all 
the German dramas, it would be one that, with prudent omissions, 
might be rendered the most effective on the English stage. The 
magnificence of the scenery — the perpetual stir a^d bustle of the ac- 
tion — the dazzling and fiery life that burns in every scene, would 
alone attract the multitude ; while the deep* learning that is of the 
heart — the majesty of the sentiments — the august poetry of the con- 
ception, would place before the wiser few such models of taste — such 
examples for emulation, as could not but tend to ennoble and refine 
our Stage. Macready would perform Fiesco admirably. We perceive 
that our influential contemporary, the " Literary Gazette," has com- 
pared Colonel d'Aguilar 8 translation to some passages from the Ger- 
man by Mr. Gillies, and not advantageously to the former ; but the 
fact is, that the best lines in Mr. Gillies! translation are not a wwd of 
them in the original* And as regards the flow of the verse, we sus- 
pect that Colonel d' Aguilar has designedly left it frequently rude and 
imperfect to convey the better idea of the original, which is written 
in prose — the melodious prose of SdiiUer. 
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•^ Wc had not thought of extendinpr our 

remarks to the prose works of Schiller ; 
even to allude to his historical works 
is quite beyond our purpose and our 

>-» power, and of his earlier plays, which 

are written in prose, we should have 

^ avoided saying anything, were it not 

(for the happy daring of Colonel 
D'Aguilar, who has lately translated the 
i FiescOy and with a boldness, which his 

I' success has fuUygustified, given us se- 

y veral of the most impressive scenes, in 

I that looso blank verse which seems so 
well to meet the genius of our language, 
and the abandonment of which we 
think unwise even in comedy. That 
I dramatic dialogue should ever adopt 
I 



the precise language of ordinary life, is 
impossible, and we have no doubt that 
something of metrical form greatly aids 
the kind of conscious illusion which' 
author, and actor, and audience coB^ 
spire to create. It is a total miscoa- 
ception of the purposes of art to think 
that the dramatist's purpose is to mis- \ 

^ lead his audience into the actual belief ' 
of the scene before their eyes being 
other than a dramatic representation. 

' The colourless statuary of Kemble*s 
acting was in perfect accordance with 
the principles of art ; nothing could be 

, more remote from them than Kean's 

1 exhibition of what he called natural 
acting.* 
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SCHILLER'S FIESKO. 

Fieiko, or the Conspiracy of Genoa^ fan Historicai Tragedy,/ 
translated from the German of Scbillmr, Dui/in,. 1833.' ^ 
; The Eogli»h reader it acquaioted with the Briunaaof ScHduR^ 
I \vho haa been called (he <* Shakepeare of Germaay/* Uiroogb 
jth^ mcdiuin of various tranelatiom. Of these the most eelebrated 
■ ie that by Cohridoe, of « The TwopartM of WalUn stein,*' Anuhtd 
I #ith the hand of a maater, and convey i&g miich of the strength 
«od pecQliar style of thought of the origiaal. Bkkjamiiv Thomp- ' "^ | 

SON traoalated *< Don Casios'* and " Ths Belbben ;** and Bfowx ) 

Lxwis, above thirty years since, *' Cabal and Xom," at ** The { 

Miaisterf" and this same Tragedy of ** Fiesko, or tht Conspiracy of 
Genoa.** The firat attempt made to introduce ScHiLcea on the Bri. 
tish stage waa by Holman, who, in the year 1799, produced at tba 
Hay-mttrket a verei^ of ** The HobberSy" under the title of the 
"Red Cross JCniyhts,*' It met with no saecese, had little ttt 
recommend it, and oould scarcely have been recognised as having 
any connexion with the original play. In 18S2, a translation of 
Mary Stuart was brought out at Covent Garden, which, after a 
few nights, subsided quietly into oblivion. The heroine of this 
Tragedy was intended for Miss O'NEiLti, then in the full zenith 
of her profeuional fame, and admirably suited to her powers ; ' 
«he left the stage before its production, the character fell intO; 
weaker hands and the play failed, in consequence. Aisisted by • 
that charming actress it would have succeeded brilliantly^ for 
although Mary Stuartf as a Tragedv, is inferior to. eithec^on 
CarloSf TheRobberSf or Fiesko in deep concentrated passion and 
distinctness of cliaracter, yet it has power and pathos sufficient 
to have ** made a pit,*' in technical phraseology, on the English 
s^age, without taking into account the never-d^ing interest attached 
to the name and memory of the heroine. It is not, therefore, from 
this to be inferred that Schillzr is unsuited to the taste of an* 
English audience, but rather that an experiment has not yet been 
fairly tried, which carries with it the probability of much success. 
.KoTZEBUE has been received with applause, and in no one 
point of Dramatic power is he to be compared with Schillks.-^ 
The present translation of Fiesko is by la military gentleman of 
raok, now in the. Garrison of Dublin, and who, we understand^ 
18 equsll^^ disttngoiihed by his professional and his literary 
attainmehts. The «ork now before Us establishes his com- 
plete knowledge of the German language, and evinces him to 
be, (what is not much less diffi^nlt,) a forcible and elegant writer 
in his own. The great merit of translation lies in its fidelity— the 
great difficnlty, in tranftferring the peculiar idiom of one language 
to another, without weakening the raciness or energy of the ori- 
ginal. In botC these points the present translator has been emi- 
nently successful, ana those who are unacquainted with the 
German language, will not be able iTadlly to award him the full 
meed of praise to which he is entitled, or to estimate thediffienU 
.tiesbehas so ably sarmoun ted. As a translation, his work is 
far superior to the earlier one of the same play, by Mot^k Lewis, 
(wbicn we inoline to think he has never seen,) and fnlly equal to 
the WaUenstein, by Cojlbridoe. In* the original, Fiesko is 
entirely written in prose. The translator has availed himself of 
blank verse' in the* more elevated scenes, and in this we think , 
his judpaent and execution ecoally excellent. To use his own 
words, in his preface to the reader, « there is a feeling and imagi- 
nation about Schiller, that ^ive even to his prose all the glow and 
character of poetry." Nothiog oan be more correct than tbia, 
and Ik mere prose translation certainly could not convey the force 
and beauty of the original, with the effect derived from the me^ 
trieal version occasionally adopted. The poetical ^passages of the 
traaslaiion are of a superior order; combining equally'trnths and 
power, and at the same time given with such freedom and apna- 
rent facility, that they lose eotireljr tlie character of translation 
and assume the higher features of original composition. 
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We abftli nol ttttdertake to i^ive any analysis of tbef plot and 
oonda«t of this plav, or select any partieular extracts, bnt atroogly 
reeommend thtt whole dfama to' the attentive perusal of all our 
readers who are admirers of German Dramatic Literature. The 
hisCorieal pArt in waH-knowD, and the fictitious cfaaractece 
and iaddeots are akilfuUy fafended with it, with one or two ex^ 
ceptions which we shall remark. The best aeenes of the tranala- 
iiOD, are the beat of the ori|riaal, and breathe throughout the full 
vigor and characteristic spirit of the author. We would tnstance 
the interview between the stern republican Verrina, and hie 
daughter BtrthOt where she discloses her violation by GianneUino 
Dorioi and the whole of the sBbsequenfe ecene ta the terminatioa 
of the first |iet ; the entire ebarscter lu the old Doge Andreas l^oriot 
and (he last^sceoe where Ferrina hflviog in vain implored i^t^Mo oot 
to assume the sovereign poweri pipages him into the sea^ in the 
very moment of bis triumph. -*Tbe whole of this is potverfully 
ttod beautifully written, and eoav^s most distinctly the ideas» 
the laogusge, and stylsr of Sci«li.kiu The eondodiag io- 
cidetit is scarcely historical'^it is well known that Fieako perished 
by falling from the pl«^nk which ied to hie galley» and eneombered 
by. the weight of his armor sunk immediately ; but there is so 
anthorit]^ for assuming that he was putfaed overboard, although 
the fs«t it probable enough. Among all its beauties thie play has 
many faults, and is disfigured by various inconsfsteneies. The cha* 
raeter of the Moor is rew>kii>g and unnecessary, and the humour 
of it ealculated to excito disgust rather than merriment ; he is a 
mete villain for love of the art idone, and an original pro^nsity 
to wickednesa is bad stage morality. Giannittino JDoria \b a 
strong plcCuroof reckless profligacy in a hl|fher grade, powerfully 
drawn by Schii.lzii, and softened a little in the translation with 
skill and good taete, yet still, githough quite natural, eomewhat 
too eoarae for representation! The unintentional murder of 
Jiemifra h^ her husband, (who mistakes her for Doria, being 
disguised in his hat and mantle) appears to us a most unsatit- 
factory AggraTation of the estastrophe. She has done nothing 
whatever to merit such a fate, the interest of the Tragedy centres 
in her, and sbo would excite more true pity if left la her deso- 
lation to mourn the death of FieskOf cut off, unexpectedly, in the 
very moment of complete success. It mutt be admitted, how- 
ever, that the author has availed himself of this harrowl«g inci- 
deat with infinite skill, in depicting the frenzied agony of Fiesko 
when he discovers that he has slain his wife, his pathetic lamen- 
tations over the body, and the manner in which he recovers him- 
self to complete the^mightv enterprise in which he has engaged. 
All this is splendidly handled by Schiller, and given with sur- 
prising beauty in the translation. It naturally occurs to the 
reader of Fiesko, that a play so abounding in incident and variety 
must be strikingly effective on the stage,— and SO it is in Germany, 
but whether it will please the more fkstidlous taste and peculia- 
rities ola British audience, is a question not easy to decide; We 
should like to see the experiment trisd. The Drama will require 
much alteration, and great practical experience on the part of the 
adapter. The concluding scene in particular is most dramatic 
Verrina is really a magnificent character ; a stanch patriot, 
worthy of the purest days of Greece and Rome— and in more than 
one instaoQB completely throws FiesMo into the shade throughout 
the whole of the last scene In the hands of equal actors, the hero 
would sink into aeeoodary importance. The play ie imrooderatdy 
lqog» above 280 pages. A G^rmaa. audience, we are told, will sit 
through it all, butAn English spectator wodd yawn before the ter- 
mination of the first act. The actual length, however, of a play is 
easily curtailed, *and objectionable scenes and personages may be 
passed over, but it x strikes us that the ' great difficulty 
in arranging Fiesko for the stage would consist in con- 
danaing the character of the hero, not with regard to what 
he has to .utter, but ss to the gradual and elaborate manner in 
which his real character is. developed. Ill the closet we can fol- 
low the Author through each auccessire scene as it bears upon 
the prceeding one, and fsel with him the effect of each progressive 
incident, as it works out bv^ degrees a distinct and individual 
portrait of Fiesko, with all his feelings, views, opinions, and to- 
solutions* In oomprcssing the Play to auit our national taste, 
much of fkll this must be left out, and thus the features of the 
character would become indistinct««-description would weadien, 
and omission render them quite nointelligible. That part of the 
plot which relates to the love of JSourgonino and Bertha, is ex« 
tremely l>eatttiful, and forms a highly interesting episode. We 
shall here conclude those hasty remarks, expressing a hope that 
the Translator of Fiesko will not confine his efforts to this single 
specimen of powers, ao successfully employed, and in a field 
where, hitherto, the number of labourers has been ao limitsd*. r^ ^ ^ ^T ^ 
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Mesko. 
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Tmulated from the German of SdiineF-tJfiLUXEy, Dublin. 
This is a spirited transjation of the Gernwit master's 

I most daring ^ort in the Iiigher walk of the Drama.^ 
ScMUer is potent in tiie delineation of vice in every 
grade ci society, from the Emperor down to the hired 
assassin ; and here ve haye it in all its shades and va. 

^rielSes.' 'Th6 unmixed onidty and, io^[4ence of the 
younger :,Doria, (he pride, fierceness, and depravity of 
his haaolifiil sister, the reckless iiunlrition of the herb 
Umself, the dissoluteness of his accomplices, and the 
audadous villainy of his swarthy familiar, who glories 
alike in the commission of the meanest and of the most 
atrodfowr actlon8,^--a fellow as proud of his dexterity - 
in cutting a purse as of the bddness with which he 
can cut a throaty— are all painted in colours which 
startle hy their exceeding vividness, at the same t'me 
that they preserve, in each individual instance, a 
distinetnesBx which no hand hut that of a nfaster could 
aecon^lish. But it would he unjust to limit our admi- 

. ration of SchiBer^to his portraits of nature in her darker ; 

' 'mood. He cf^n copy her in her kindest and most beau-, 
tiful aspect tmi, although the very Salvator Rosa of 
the sti^, is capable of introducing an angel into the 
midst of his banditti, who looks all the fairer and more 
divine for the gloom and horror which surround her. 
Such istLeonora» the tender, meek, and obedient wife of 
FiaskOiirhowithoutbeinga servile imitation of Bel videia, 

■<ibnttnt||^l7 remindsus of thatbrightereatioa of our own 

' Otway,«^remniiscence,thau which a higher compfi- ! 

,:niwit Qouliisc^cely be ol$?red to the production of any ^ 

: modern^ tothor. ^ '''''. 

The tra»8latOTt<~>-who, we understand, ta Colonel 

: D* Aguilarr^haS'done his author fuU justice, not only by : 

7aithAil}|K rendering his work into Bnglish, but by pre- 
servin^the tragic fire and enei^ of the original, as 

.'inviolaple as the trai)«f|^sion of tongues would admit I 
We re^t that our limits forbid a minute analysis of 
the entire performance, which, f<dlowing the German .! 

' measuife of miles^ and trage^es, is dtout as long as the 

! three Farts of Henry the Sixth. Hereafter we may oc- 

I casionally £^fy our readers with more copious extracts. 

[ For the present we select one, which we think 
is calculated to display the peculiar power and spirit of 
-the author, wlnte it aflfbrds a most favourable specimen 

' of the ability of his translator. It is part of the scene, in 
yMchVefHia is apprized of the dishonour of his daugh- 
terby^th«..Q«||oe8e Torgfimt. His first impulse is to fol- i 
low the eacantple of VirgmMm, and slay her ; but, being 

! turned from this purpose by the timely arrival of some 

j friei^s, who come to consult with him upon the mean 

I of delivering their country from the tyranny of the 
reigning lamily, be orders her into ck>se confinement 

|: until vengance sh<ll be satisfied. The passage is highly 
wrought, and keeps the mind suspended between terror 
and pity— passions, which it is the legitimate province 
of genuine tragedy to inspire/ 
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VERKINA. 
if Providence ! I read thy will aright» 
*Ti8 thy desigu, to reacue Genoa 
Through the means of Bertha* 
[ (^Ht move* totcardt her, and eJowfy unwinding the blach^^ape 
frofn ?us arm, coktinuea unth awful stxemniiii, J 
'Tffllferia'sblood 
Has waahM avay the stain that blots thine honor- 
No ray of light, shall dawn upon thy eheek. 
Or visit thy sad ejrea. Till thex^-. 

. {Tkrowmg ihscrcm over. ken J 

Be hid in da r tneil. 
^Apatm of some momenia^'BovtMomiM, KAh^xavomui 
Bxcco contemplaie him in sUemt astoniihmentj^ 

VERRINA. 

\ fjjayiag his hand. on Berthage head*) 

Cura'd be the air that fans thee with its breatV ! 
Cursed the sleep that renovates thy frame* 
And bids thy bleeding ^eart forget its sorrows— 
Cuped the tbotsteps of each human eonl 
That seeks lb eoinfbrt the« in thy affliction V 
€h^- to ike lowest eavefn Af Ukyhovse, 
Be that thy dtingeon. 

There w e e p, lament, aa^ le&gthen thud Wf& targtiaht 
Thyhonra^be but a series of misery, 
Thy lite— 'the wreathiaga «f a dying WBtm^ 
Thehftrdeoiivol8tre«Qnfiict8Ql a«ml» . 
That ftriv^ia vaia t» qyit its earthly maanoB I 
This curse Remain upon thee, till the last ^oap 
Of. Gianettino*6 breath, dissolve Its power. ' ■ ' 

It has oceufred to uB,^md.\^ ftre mistake if the same 
thouj^.t will not banre obeurredto taahf who faav« read 
thci above paiaage, that tbe hand which i« capable of tUa 
English, could carve oi^ for itself a more noble and 
enduring fame thttn atiy which arisei IVom tranacribitig 
the thooglits of othera^ He has dutgitt dieatyte of our ; 
beat dsamatiata, and ^nk deeply of the;'' well of Eng- 
liah ondefiM.'^ He need not seek !^ CdtnOyin the j 
land of atrangers ; for if it be troe-4»d we are tfofite ^ 
persuaded "of it-^that srttrda aPe Mti^, he W tbat! 
within^ which should make h;m feel uidepende^it of < 
foieigii inspiration. But ahoi|ld he HO^ ^ai^e f^nbir- ' 
^tion to shiiie in a pvoduotion of 'lot 'own, let 'som^ < 
fritod iadtice Maoiiaady to recite, in hi|s present, 
those louring linea. hi |he tbrilUdf* |Osl-f nljidning 
flicoents^ which are p^oiiiiar toi t^^Lt great a^r; 
and if, as Ae speaks, the fire '^do not ]siii4)e,-4et him 
trudge i^ 4ie tMns^r*i 'tcjfSi during; life. We aognr 
be^tartUngs however: for he must know his .power^ 
/«ndkn9wi||g»we tniau-wU) naiiitaipit er^ \ov^ with«> 
' out bcfnK)w3 tights. 

Asasierepiaceof typograpfc)^ lids book refects the 
: |h>(|h^st i^iaise upon its en tg rp A rfUg ]ii|b|iahar. la every 
^re^peetit anqr^hsttei^ acompaiftim %ritli*<}w hoaated 
I vMictio^ of Ifivmfs or tt OS^dni:tignn* I 
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AH HlfltlBICAL DRAHIA, »r ICaiLLBS ; TItAVILATBD r»0|| T«X OBft- 
MAN BY A MILITARY O^JTlCBR.* ' 

R. MtUiiVri a/ki Son, Dublin. 
To irrite • draaB-*th»i is to p«ii fire totB-^^a queu of kbiibb' 
to tacb Bst— exiu, BSitrtDCM-^ 

*' Guns, trumpBtB, blunderbttMBB, dnimB tnd thunder, " 
b«il Bud ligbtBomg* wtib-Bll tb« oibor BcooBpBBimdntB jof staga- 
trickBry^iB not b lOBtUr of muob difliouliji but to be a really 
g-eat draisaiic writer ia perLapa the rarvat of intellactual diatmc- 
tiooB. The (iramatic wiit«r teacbea hy exainj>lvB. tie muat 
tberefora poaaeaa aU tbo qualxtiea wbieb •btitla.him to that proud 
diatinctioB— iBQ iaBagioation auffici«Dt]y powerAil to jnal^e his 
narratire affecting and touching ; j^t be muat eoniroul it, ao. aa 
to content bimaalf with the aaatvrial wkiob. be fiuda, und r»fraio 
fniai avppljriiig deficteooios bf additione of hia own« Ha mnati 
bo «ft Bcate obaarrer df the aotiona and 'mannera of manfciod* 
and moBt iberefore be eauiioya not to caat bia thougbu in the 
ttfi^M- of cx^iaTaganeo. T ber# ara many works of aeieace which 
wiH itabd the t«tat of the most aokintita soratiny and ino»t be con- 
M»M abiolutity perfect'. 

.The aaaae may be Baid of eloquence, which, if altered in on« 

•vntence moat be for the^ worse. But tbe highest order of dra- 

matiau from ^sohytHA to ^J^akspearaj liepact in some way, to 

tbe ci^l Of the iaft, Irwm tbejUafct lin^ «tt>P ^' ^ 

Of aU' the romantic wrl|tft^ the Gemtm school (Oc? tbe ejt> 

. eepted) fichiUer ranka fore m<tft« All his 
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The Tragedy of Fieiko, by an Officer of Rank, From the Gttm^n 
o/5cM««-.— Milliken, Grafton-street. 1832. 

{Coneludad "from our Paper of yesterday,} 

At a periodwhen the attention of the public, as trel! as of tk« 
learned, is so much i^iterested with the literature of <7ermaDy» wf 
revert with pleasure to the translation of ** Fiefiko," which baa 
just issued from the press of this city, and which we yesterday 
bsstiiy glanced at. .The last nvtialierof the Edinburgh RivUn^i' 
speaking of the degenerate taste of the geneiai reader, wJiich pre^ 
fers, so often, what 1% light and amusing, to the lofty, and genuine^ 
productions of genius^ remarks that " while the master-pieces oJf 
Goethe and Schrller remain untranslated, the To^t^6f a German 
.Pi-ioce is bought up in a month.*' In proportion as if is true that 
the rewards o/the public are more liberally bestowed upon thOM 
who are engaged in the production or translation of works of a 
lighter i^nd ojore ephemeral character* so much the mofle should our 
admiration be increased for -the person who, di^daini&g the moro . 
ready path to profit, employs his taste and tal.ent on &> work oC 
a more sterling, though, perhaps, not of so attractive a description. 
We should, therefote, feel deeply indebted to the gentJeman who 
has presented to Ui», in so beautiful an English dress,' one of the 
finest productions of its iiiustrions aathor-— a work deemed worthy 
.by tlie author hintaelf, 6f bfmg ranked beside his acknowledged 
ckefd'auvre, '* The Robbers.'* And we feel no less pndt than 
pleasvre at seeing such a production proceeding in ao elo^nt 
a ndb correct a^manoet from the Press of Duftlio, wh'rich has, ^f * 
late years at leasts not been distinguished for any verjf solid ad- 
ditions to the stock of our general literature. I'his translation is 
$3^4. to be, and we believe truly, the prodnction of |he ieisoj* 
hou^ of a distinguished b6Scer of raiik «t present in I>itbHii;< tad 
'is another reniarkable proof of the spread of a most refined literary 
taste amongst the i^ificers of the British army — a taste khich tbty 
would do well to cherish. The victorious wreath plucked /ropi 
t>he deadly combat wilt not be tarnished by the. addition of mam • 
'of the flowers of poe.^ ; nor will the band which has woo tro- 
phies of triumph' from the foret^ foe, be less honoured in trails- 
cribing from a (breiga language those beauties of thbught and 
la nguag e; which must be a ro rc citted whersfet they are known* 
^WTfjiftcr we touM'J^ iTin WSSf, or anafyu it ai a whole, tiio, 
oenisal of thu tragedy wiIJ afford infinite satia&ctiOB to all true 
loveis of claisical clfanaUc wriUog. The author has uovetied 
«^ the dark .QAfaihomed cave of ocean," io which this portioaof 
Uennan literature has renataed until now, aod e;.rned for himself 
*? Wco^^jfn ^ tt>« literary world, of which be moM become a 
valuable, aa bo u alieady an accomplished, memUc. { 
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Fie9ho ;' or, the Cangpiracy of Genoa. An Historical Trageiyy trams- 
latedfr&m the German of Schiller, Longman and Co. 

Schiller has always been our favourite German poet. Sublimity^ beauty, 
and above all^ earnestness and singleness of purpose, distinguish him. We 
love too the virtuous and good man, as well as liie noble and independent 
spirit he possessed. Goethe we do not equally esteem, but leave him 
to the admiration of his countrymen, and to their gratitude for the great 
favours which he has conferred upon their literature, rather than upon 
literatiu-e in general. The supple and servile courtier, and the writer 
whose " Faust" plainly tells us that the author was a sceptic and sneerer at 
all things to which we are accustomed to attach love or respect, is, in our 
seeming, inferior both as a poet and a man, to Schiller. His learning 
was greafer, his range wider, but his powers upon one subject were 
more circumscribed. Schiller appears to us an intense lamp, which ra. 
pidly consumes itself; Goethe a chandelier, consisting of many divided 
lights. We are not lovers of mysticism, as the Grermans are. We be- 
lieve sublimity and simplicity to be ever in union ; while for this latter 
they substitute the mysterious and undefined, every one forming an exag- 
gerated image in his own way out of the mists that roll before mm — cloud 
formations to which no two persons agree in ascribing the same simili- 
tude. Schiller possessed a noble independence of spirit ; Goethe was the 
supple courtier of a German state. Early placed in danger from the 
petty despot of Wirtemberg, who forbade his writing any thing more . 
than his first piece, and who imprisoned his Mend Schubert eight years 
in a fortress, for no offence save that of a distich respecting Dionysius, 
which was strained into an allusion to himself, Schiller flew to Manheim, 
where he wrote his " Cabal and Love," and the present, " Fiesko," which 
Colonel D'Aguilar has translated with equal skill and fidelity. 

After Schiller took up his residence at Weimar, we can scarcely ima- 
gine the pleasure he must have received from the uninterrupted pursuit 
of literature. Goethe, whom we always connect as much, or more with 
the philosopher than the poet, was his friend. Together they followed 
the muses ; but Goethe is accused of erasing passages from his friend's 
pieces to such an extent, that he had them represented i^pon other stages 
before they appeared at that of Weimar. We know it is said this was 
done by the orders of authority ; but it was a very invidious task, in all 
events, for Goethe ; and if the Duke of Saxe Weimar affected to be 
so proud of the friendship of these two great men, as to cozen a sort of 
fame for himself with posterity, which else he had never obtained, and 
even to prolong this vain desire in the grave, by being buried between 
them, his high mightiness should have spared Goethe the task, and Schil. 
ler the mortification, of so deteriorating the labours by which he was 
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Aelfishlj hoping to gain a notoriety^ his own miserable little German so- 
vereignty could never bestow. But we are erratic — these things are not 
in the volume before us, which simply contains the "Fiesko" of our 
favourite poet, and to that we must confine ourselves. 

After a few just remarks in the way of preface, in which Colonel D*Agui- 
lar accounts for his haviqg rendered certain of the scenes in blank verse, 
which is immaterial in our opinion, either to increase the force or poetical 
beauty of the writer, we proceed to the piece itself. We have not the ori- 
ginal German by us at this moment, to compare the passages verbatim, 
nor, indeed, coiUd the space we can allot to uiis notice, allow us to enter 
at a proper length into the examination. We know enough of Schiller, 
however, to state that he is well rendered here in numerous passages 
fresh in our recollection; and since we perused Coleridge's ^^ Wallen- 
stein," we have not met with a dramatic piece which is rendered more 
to our satisfaction than the present, and that is saying no little. We 
must now proceed to give an extract or two for the reader's judgment. 
The scene, as is well known, lies in Genoa, in the 16th century. Andreas 
Doria, his nephew Giarietto, and Fiesko, the higher characters of the 
I tragedy, are . well brought out in the translation. The following is from 
, the second act, where Fiesko seeks to avail himself of the discontent of 
, the Genoese against the Dorias. 
I Fiesko. — ^Twelve Commoners. 

I The Whole. Vengeance on Doria ! Vengeance on Doria ! 

I Fiesko. Softly, souly ! my good countrymen ! That you wait on me with so little 

I Iseremony is a proof of your sincerity ; but for God's sake have mercy on my ears ! 

All speaking together. Down with the Dorias ! down with the Dorias, uncle 
' and nephew ! 

Several. The Dorias must give way ! the Dorias must give way ! the govern* 
ment must have another form ! 

IsT Commoner. To throw our magistrates down stairs i down stairs our magis^ 
trates ! think of that ! 

!2nd Commoner. Think of that, Lavagna ! down stairs I tell you ! because they 
would not vote for him. 

All. It is not to be boroe ! we won't submit to it. 

3bd Commoner. To take a sword into the senate house! a sword — the signal of 
war, in the apartment of peace I 

2nd Commoner. To go to the Signoria in scarlet ! not black, like the rest of the 
senators I 
j IsT Commoner. To drive with eight horses through the citadel ! 

J All. a t3n'ant ! a tyrant ! to his country and its government ! 

I 3rd Commoner. To hire two hundred Germans as a body guard from the Emperor ! 

i Germans against Italians ! soldiers against the laws ! 
{) All. High treason ! despotism ! tyranny ! Genoa's downfall ! 

jS IsT Commoner. To carry the arms of the Republic on his carriage ! 

^ 2nd Commoner. The statue of Andreas in the middle of the Signoria ! 

I All. In pieces with Andreas ! In thousand pieces, the living and the dead ! 

. Fiesko. But what in the name of God have I to do with all this, my countrymen ? 

, IsT Commoner. You must not allow of it, you must bring him to his sisnses ! 

"J 3nd Commoner. You're reckoned a wise man and must not bear it, y^u must 

u* direct us what to do. 

'f IST Commoner. You're a better nobleman than ever he was, you must not permit 

it* him to go on this. way. 

1^ Fiesko. I am highly gratified by your good opinion, show me but how I may 

prove myself deserving of it. 

All (boisterously.) Down with the Dorias ! down with the Dorias ! Strike and 
revenge ! 
Fiesko. But listen to me a moment. 

Several. Ay, ay, listen to him ! listen to him ! say on, Lavagna ! 
Ftsskd (seating himself,) My countrymen ! once upon a time the Commonwealth 
of Brutes broke out in -civil discord. Faction opposed itself to faction, and a Butcher's 
Dog got possession of the throne. Accustomed onlj to the offals of a slaughter 
house, the disposition of the animal soon betrayed itself ; his cruelty and rapacity 
were unequalleMl, and he tore, mangled, and devoured the persons of his subjects. 
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The nation monnured, the boldegt assembled together, and the tyrant was worried 
and slain ! A diet of the empire was now called, to decide npon the important ques- 
tion of ** what form of government was best ?" The bouse divided into parties, and 
the opinions on the occasion were-^tbreefold ! For which side, my countrymen^ 
would you have declared t 

IsT Commoner. For the people ! for the people ! 

FizsKO. The people carried it — the govemment became now a democracy — every 
citizen gave his vote, and the majority always decided. Few weeks however had 
elapsed, when Man declared war against the new-made republic. An assembly was 
immediately called — Horse, Lion, Tiger, Elephant, Bear, and Rhinoceros, roared 
loudly to arms ; but when the rest were consulted. Lamb, Hare, Stag, Antelope, 
the whole tribe of Insects, Birds, and Fishes, whimpered sadly for fy^ace. Do you 
see, my countrymen 1 The timid were more numerous tluuk the courageous— folly 
prevailed over wisdom — the majority, as I told you, decided — the Brute^reation 
laid down their arma, end Man took possession of their territory. This system 
was therefore discarded. What next, Genoese, would have pleased you t 
l8T AND 2nd Commoner. A general govemment! a general govemment! 
FiFSKO. This opinion prevail'd — ^the state afiairs were regalated by' various officers, 
and divided into different departments : Wolves directed Uie finances — Foxes were 
their secretaries. Doves had charge of the criminal jurisdiction — ^Tigers decided 
law-suits, and Goats adjusted marriages and determined divorces — the Hare com- 
manded the army — Lion and Elephant remained with the baggage — the Ass was 
ambassador of state— and the Mole high- treasurer of the empire. What think you 
of this disposition, my countrymen 1 Whoever escaped the jaws of the Wolf, fell a 
victim to the subtlety of the Fox y and where this failed, the obstinacy ef the Ass 
was more successfully exerted. Innocence was oppressed by the Tiger, and murder 
and robbery forgiven by the Dove. And yet when the different ministers retired or 
laid down their offices, the Mole moved that each should be pensioned ! The nation 
rebell'd at such treatment ! Let us choose a monarch, cried they unanimously, one 
who has wisdom to guide, courage to defend, and magnanimity to respect us. And 
they chose a monarch, my countrjrmen; but (rising with dignity from his seat) 
remember ! " That he was the Lion !'* 

All. (Clapping their hands, and throwing up their caps.) Bravoil bravo! YouVe 
managed that finely ! And Genoa shall do the same — and Genoa has fixed upon her 
Man already. 

FiESKO. I do not wish to know him ! Go home and think of the ** Lion !'' 

{^Exeunt Commoners tumultwmsly. 
Fiesko is a hero^ and slave of ambition^ but not of what Lord Chatham 
would have st^ded honourable ambition^ and therefore he has less hold on 
our sympathies^ because we see he sticks at nothings not even the base 
instrumentality of the Moor^ Hassan^ to gain his object. Fiesko*s ambi- 
tion in the following soliloquy is well given. 

FiESKO (lifoking from the window,) 

What's this ?-— The moon is down ! the morning rises 

Fiery from the seal wild flights of fancy 

Have disturbed my rest, and robb'd me of repose. 

Still my mind clings convulsive to its object. 

And doubt and fears but strengthen it the more. 

ill try the morning air ! 
[He opens the glass door. The city and ocean appear empurpled with the momiiig dawn, 

[With hurried steps up and doton the room. 

To piink, that Vm the greatest man in Genoa, 

That all the lesser souls should crowd around me. 

And seek a shelter in Fiesko's power ! 

But then, 1 violate the cause oi virtue ! 

(Stoirpif^^shoi't.) Virtue ! the noble mind 

Has diff&^t rules of action from the common. 

What's v^^in one man, in another's greatness. 

The armoiftiat confines a pigmy's frame 

Say, is it mmi fitted for the giant's carcase ? 

[The sun rises over Genoa, 



And this majestic city! 



[Hastening with extended arms to the window. 
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To think that it is mine ! 
That I should hlaze resplendent as the sun, 
And shed like him my dazzling glories round it. 
That all the fondest hopes that fancy forms, 
And wild ambition weaves, would then be realized. 
That I should be a King ! 
Surely, though petty faults debase the soul, 
A mighty crime ennobles vice, and makes it 
Pass for virtue. To steal a purse is shameful. 
To embezzle millions— bold — but great — yea, 
Godlike great, to seize a crown ! The splendid motive , ,/ 
Justifies the deed, an(l glosses o'er ib blackness. ^^ 

[-4 pause, then vnth emphasis. 
Obey ! command ! subjection I sovereignty ! 
Aye — there's the dreadful gap— not to be fill*d by Nature. 
Throw in it all that mighty man can boast of. 
The joys of victory, the delights of conquest. 
The charms of science, and the works of art. 
The sweets of luxury, and the wealth of nations. 
Still — yawns the opening cleft and longs for more. 
Obey ! command I To be, or not to be ! 
The brightest angel, and the blackest fiend. 
Are not more wide disjoined ! 

But then to rise to such majestic greatness w —^^^^^7 
And gaze superior on a MifMMM^ world ; A^t^^^^^'^''^^'^^^^ 
To quaff in flowing cups Uie draughts of pleaswe. 
And lead away the tyrant law in chains ; 
To tame the furious passions of the populace. 
As easy as the horseman reins his steed. 
And manages his ardour ! 
To level to the dust a vassal's pride, 
E*en with a breath, before he dares, to murmur !— 
Heavens ! how the godlike thought inflames my soul 
And raises it to rapture ! To be one moment King ! 
Comprises the whole essence of existence ! 
A great man's life is measured by his actions, 
And sure 'tis better to expire at once, 
Amid a circling blaze of deathless glory. 
Than to drag on a fruitless length of years. 
And sink at last unheeded and forgotten ! 
We cannot live by piece-meal ! 'Tis not 
To parcel out our time in foUies, or spend it 
By degrees in idle state, that makes us truly noble ! 
'lis to confine it to a single hour. 
And end it with applause. Just so, the thunder's roar 1 
Reduce it to its simplest elements, 
And it will hush an infont to repose. 
But once unite it in a sudden crash. 
And the monarchal burst shall shake the world ! 
I am determined ! 

Colonel D'Aguilar has done justice, even to Schiller, in the following 
softer scene, with which we must conclude our extracts, repeating our 
high commendations of this translation, which merits a place on the 
table of every reader possessed of a sufficient portion of taste to relish the 
distinguished original well given in his vernacular tongue. This last 
extract is that wherein Leonora endeavours to turn Fiesko from his scheme 
of ambition. 

Fiesko. Away with 

All these childish apprehensions ! The worst of dangers 
Is a little soul. Greatness demands a sacrifice ! 

Leonora. Greatness, Fiesko ! be not so blind. 
To the warm feelings that inspire my cautions. 
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Grant, for a moment that you are successful. 
Allowing, for an instant, you have conqvered ! 
AV bat would become of me 1 
Of me, of all mj sex the most un^ppy. 
Wretched if fortune frowns upon your hopes. 
But still more wretched, if her smiles attend them. 
Here is no choice, my best belov'd, remaining. 
Unless a King — Fiesko must be ruined. 
And if a Kins — Leonora's lost her husband. 

FiESKO. I do not comprehend you. 

LsoNORii. Attend a moment ! 

Amid the stormy regions of a throne, 
The tender plant of love declines and withers. 
No human heart, and were that heart Fiesko*s, 
Has room to nourish two almighty passions. 
Passions, so much at variance with each other. 
Love is composed of tears, and understands them. 
Ambition's eyes are lead, wherein the dews 
Of sympathy ne'er dione, nor soft compassion's gems 
Were seen to sparkle. Love has one single good. 
One sole desire. The rest of the crration 
Is as nothing to it* Ambition's fufy 
Lays all nature waste, and after ravaging 
A conquered world, insatiate pants for more ! 
Ambition makes a paradise a prison. 

While Love converts a desart to elysium* 

Say on my bosom could you sink to rest. 

If some unruly vassal shook your power. 

Or hurl'd defiance at your tottering throne 1 

Say, could I fly with transport to your arms. 

If the cold drops that damp a tyrant's brow. 

Eternally bedew'd your muily forehead *! 

If pale suspicion saddened qywj hour. 

Drove you with wildering fear nrom room to room. 

And led you to expect at every turn 

The brave's sword, or curst assassin's dagger 7 

Yet this were nothing if your love remained ! 

But, would the pleasures of domestic life 

Continue undefiled 1 BeUeve me--«>not— -Fiesko. 

Dark eved mistrust would breathe a pest upon them ; 

And when your Leonora's friendly hand, 

Prepar'd you drink, or offer'd you refreshment. 

You'd start convulsive from the proffer'd bowl. 

And stigmatize affection as a poisoner. 

Fie6ko. (Who has been moving thoughtfully up and dawn t^ room, ttops 
short with a look of horror and attonithment,) 
Cease, cease, for God's sake, Leonora. 
This is too dreadful ! 

Leonora. And yet the picture is not half completed. 
Yes, I would tell you ** give up love for greatness." 
Abandon peace and happiness for honour. 
Provided you could still remain, Fiesko. 
But here's the dagger that assails my heart ! 
Seldom do angels mount upon a throne. 
More seldom still continue there, unalter'd. 
Say, will the man that needs not fear his fellows, 
WiU He, whose awful nod commands a world. 
Who, at each wish, can bid the arm of power 
Launch forth its thunder and enforee submission. 
Will He consider it as worth his while. 
To speak with lenity or act with justice 1 
IShe pauses for a moment, and then stepping up to him with modest digniiy, 

takes him by the hand and continues in a strain of fine severity. 
And what, I ask, are princes l-^— 
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Notices of Nett Works. ^^ 

» The misform^d produce of wspiisng nature, 

/ That aims at xioi^rQ than she can well accomplish. 

The sad abortions of a daring sonl, 

That teems with thoughts it has not power to utter, 

The wild, the frantic frenzies of a brain, 

That spars from earth, but cannot reach to heaven ! 
I Unhappy beings, turbulent and wicked ! 

FiESKO (hwrryingwith kaitty strides about the room.) 
( Cease, cease. It is ^ late. I've passed the Rubicon ! 



.GooqIc 



' fiESCO. - , * 

Colbnel ITAfiiilv's abte tranaUtion of thtt sdHilrtble pUy 

'f SchilUr, wiiioh wi» bad the pl«a»ur« of DOtioto{f io ouri 

oolumniT tome ^ohihs agn, haa b»«n adaptad to tlie ataga hr 

<ha f allMt attd aceompliabacl traoalatcr. Coloaal D'Aguilar 

baa takvn tbia f rouble ezpraatl/ for Iba parpoaa of promoting 

tba iaterattta of Mr. Caleraft, wboaa axartiont to gratify tba 

pu^io> by avery apaciai of uaeFol and amuaing acantc rapra* 

aentation, bava ba»'n ao oftan grattfuUj and dasar?eHIj ap- 

knowUdgid. llkt ra ia 9v^rj raaaon to aaitoipata tba tri* 

umpbiiDt ftuecatf l>f tbe projact. W« ava- eoirviBcad tbe- 

galttot Coloofl wltl #ao<»ive tba thttiks of grateful IriabflMn lor 

bit labours. Mr> Vendenhoff, the African Ruaaiua; Air.. 

Ca}or»^, Mr. potk^^ ind ftliap Haddart^oB libiOM raapeatira 

powers it if now anfieoesa«rjr to pass asj f^Dcomifm; uk#. 

parts in tba persoaation of the ebarscUra. It will of aourse 

b« patronia«4 bj tba officers of the g»rcis«4i« Wa bava b«en 

favoured wtib a oopj of tba prologue, written by a friend of 

the rrsnalator for tb^ oecasion, and ire baveatuob pleasure in 
aubjoiningit: — 

PiioLOGVB TO rissco. 
Too long apart, a t^ight» but aaver'd band. 
The mighty minatr«U of the Rbtne'a fair iaud, 
^ Majbttie itralua, but ne|.lor .us, b«4suog« 
Alouldia|( to fnt»lody a strABger too|;ue« 
Brave hearts leap«d proudly- to tb^^ir words of power, 
^iCs a true eword boundaforib in4Matle'a hour; 
Fair «>y«8 rained bomaife o'er tU ii^pasaioaad lays, 
In loviug tears, more eloquent ibao praiae -, . 
While w», far diatant, knew bot, deamad not augbt 
Of tba bigb ioarreU by tuataiagio wrought. 
But let the barriers of the uea gi're way. 
When mind swesps Qn«ruid with a eooqueror's wW9j, 
And let the Rhine divide bright souls no mor« 
Fruin Bftingliog on its old h«roie shore, 
Wbicb, a en l}ke ouis, braT» deeda, through many an 

ag**. 
Have made the poet's own free heritage. • . 

To us, though faintly, in*y a wandering tooe 

i)i the. far ra^natralsy at last be known—. 

Soands which the thjriUing puUe, the burning taav, 

Have Sprung to bail, must not be suaogers here ; 

And if by one more used, on march and heath. 

To the abr 11 bugle than tbetmuaa'a breath, 

>yitb a warm heart the offenog bath been brought. 

And in a trusting loyalty of thought. 

So let it be recaiTed ! A aoldier'a hamf ^. 

Busrs to the breast of no ungenerous land 

A seed of other shores. O'er this ftir alime, 

Sinca Tare heard the harp of ancient time. 

Hath aong h«ld empire. Then, if not with fame, ' 

Let the greed Ule with Idndneu hteaa his aim— • 

The joy, the power of kiidred song to spread 

Whaie once that harp " tba soul of music shed !'* 
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